Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 







1 


MUNNY tkAYS^H 


/f^i 


A MONTH AT 
THE GREAT 
^^ STOWE 


^3 


p^^^^^^H 






600059866/ 



r 



■.>» 



^ 



v_ 




B BTEPP N0-t)TONt8— P 



SUNNY DAYS 



A MONTH AT THE GREAT STOWE 




'ITH ILLUSTRATIOKS BV WALTER CRANE 



LONDON: GRIFFITH AND FARRAN 



CORNER OF ST. PAUL'S CHURCHYARD. 

MDCCCLXXI 




THE BIKPFlNG-aTOSl 



O- Ji J-\ _ ^ • - T 







;, ^ - 





sa'' 



EDINBURGH : 

THOMAS AND ARCHIBALD CONSTABLE, 

PRINTERS TO THE QUEEN, AND TO THE UNIVERSITY. 



CONTENTS. 



A MYSTERY, 



CHAPTER L 



PAGE 

5 



GOING ! . 



CHAPTER II. 



13 



GONE ! . 



CHAPTER III. 



21 



CHAPTER IV. 



THE GREAT STOWE, . 



26 



CHAPTER V. 



GOATS TOR, . 



CHAPTER VI. 



RED RIDING HOOD, . 

CHAPTER VII. 
RURAL DELIGHTS, . 



, CHAPTER VIII. 



OUR PICNIC, . 



33 



45 



55 



^At 



IV 



CONTENTS. 



* MY PROPERTY,' 



CHAPTER IX. 



PAGE 
8l 



MABEL, 



CHAPTER X. 



89 



HAYMAKING, . 



CHAPTER XI. 



99 



CHAPTER XII. 
THE SECRET CUPBOARD, . 



Ill 



CHAPTER XIII. 



TITA'S UNCLE, 



127 



CHAPTER I. 



A MYSTERY. 




E were all sitting at breakfast one 
morning. Such a cosy party: I 
don't think there was ever one 
cosier. Our dear darling papa and 
mamma : there isn't such a papa and mamma in 
the whole world, we know ; then Aunt Gommie, 
whom we all love ; and Minnie, and Bessie, and 
Tita, and Sydney; and myself (that is, Laura), 
of course, or I couldn't be telling the story, you 
know. 

Aunt Gommie says that the saying * you know* 
in between everything is a dreadful trick of 
mine, and I do try to remember not to do it 
sometimes ; but when I am excited, you know, I 
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forget all about little proper things, and it will 
come out in spite of me. Well, I was telling 
about this very morning. Such a lovely, bright, 
hot day it was in July — too hot for us, in 
our stuffy town-house, a great deal. There was 
a glare on the houses opposite that nearly 
scorched our eyes ; and there wasn't a cool room 
in the house anywhere, and hadn^t been for days, 
such an awfully hot summer as it was! Aunt 
Gommie doesn't like me to say 'awfully,' but 
Syd is always saying it, and it seems as if I could 
not help it, when I want to say that anything is 
very extra, you know. 

Well, this bright July morning we were all 
sitting at breakfast, groaning at the heat, and 
saying that we should not be able to go out till 
the evening, for, as Syd said, we were going to 
have another * roaring hot ' day, when we all 
suddenly stopped our talk at hearing the question 
papa put to Aunt Gommie. 

'What became of you all yesterday afternoon ?' 
he asked. You cannot believe how curious we 
children were to hear Aunt Gommie's answer. 

We had all missed her in the strangest way. 
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directly after dinner, the day before. No one 
could tell what had become of her. We thought 
mamma knew, but we could not find out whether 
she did or not. 

We wanted Aunt Gommie to come and sit with 
us and tell us stories in the * summer-house,' as we 
like to call it, in the corner of the back garden ; a 
sort of place which papa had made for us, with 
seats in it, which we covered with a bit of sail- 
cloth, and called a * summer-house.' That it truly 
was, for it was hotter than any other place in the 
morning, when the sun poured down upon it ; but 
in the afternoons it got a little bit of shade from 
the wall, and there we used to sit, and try to 
fancy we were out in the country, and think we 
were cool. There is a great deal in fancy, cer- 
tainly. Papa put in two or three little creepers 
round it, which won't grow, because of the stones 
in the ground, which is all dried up too, like a 
road ; and he fancies every year that the summer- 
house will be a bower of green, but it never has 
been yet. We plant sweet peas and nasturtiums 
round it every May, but they never come up 
higher than my hand, or so. How I do wander 
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away from my story, to be sure! Well, I must 
go back again. 

Aunt Gommie had been lost, as I said, after 
dinner ; and we saw nothing more of her for the 
rest of the day. She must have come home after 
we were all in bed. We were quite troubled in 
our minds as to what could have become of her ; 
and Bessie, who is the most curious of us all, said 
she was sure she should not be able to sleep 
till she knew ; and Minnie fretted because Aunt 
Gommie did not come up to tuck her in, as she 
mostly did ; and I — well, I believe I stayed awake 
as long as I could, to listen for Aunt Commie's 
knock at the hall door, and then I fell asleep, and 
so did we all. 

It seems an odd thing, after so much curiosity, 
but it really was true, that until papa asked Aunt 
Gommie that question at the breakfast-table, we 
had forgotten all about her being away the day 
before. I suppose it was our sleep that made us 
forget it 

Now, however, we pricked up our ears; and 
Bessie looked at me with a sort of glance that 
said — 
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* Ah, we shall hear now ! ' 
This was what passed : — 

Aunt Gommie said, in answer to papa's ques- 
tion, with a smile — 

* What, indeed 1' 

This was not much good to us. Bessie Igoked 
quite downcast. Then papa said— 

* That is no answer to my question. I should 
like to know, if you have no objection, how you 
spent the time between dinner and supper yesr 
terday ?* 

* Very pleasantly,* said Aunt Gommie. * I was 
out in the country, if you wish to know/ 

* In the country ! And what were you doing 
there, all by yourself ?' 

* I was not by myself,' said Aunt Gommie. * I 
was with a gentleman.' 

How cunningly Bessie looked and nodded at 
me ! She thought she had got to the bottom of a 
great secret. But she was mistaken. 

* Syd, you were out at tea-time,' said mamma. 
' Where were you, too ?' 

Syd made a most comical bow towards Aunt 
Gommie, and said — 
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* / was the gentleman !' 

Now, we remembered ! Syd had never been in 
the garden since dinner yesterday, either. But he 
was so often away with his great friend Alfred 
Piney, that we did not much notice his absence. 
We only knew that we were a little quieter than 
usual. But for Syd to have been out all the 
afternoon in the country with Aunt Gommie, and 
never say a word, how very odd ! 

Nobody spoke, and every one stared, with curi- 
ous eyes. It was rather rude of us, perhaps, but 
we have not learnt all our manners yet. Aunt 
Gommie tells us of so many things that are not 
quite as they should be ; and we mean to try and 
do them all properly in time. But then Syd s 
being at home all this while makes us rather more 
boyish than we should be, if there were only girls 
together. 

Papa went on to say — 

* Well, so you went out to spend the afternoon 
in the country all by yourselves. Very fine, I 
call that!' 

Very strange we all thought it. For if Aunt 
Gommie ever did go out into the country a little 
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way by train, as she sometimes did, to get among 
the green fields and trees, she always took us, all 
of us ! Why did she only take Syd, and go away 
so quietly? Papa seemed to think it odd too; 
and yet, I do believe in my heart, he knew the 
whole secret all the time. For it was a secret, 
you shall hear. 

* Did you see anything nice where you went in 
the country ?' papa asked. 

* Yes,' said Aunt Gommie. * I saw a very 
nice farm-house. It was a large house, in a very 
pretty place ; and the people in it had more rooms 
than they knew what to do with.' 

* What a pity !' said mamma. 

* I asked them if they ever let lodgings,' said 
Aunt Gommie. 

* And what did they say ?* asked papa. I never 
knew him so curious before. 

* They said, " Yes," * replied Aunt Gommie. 
There was a pause. We all looked at each 

other, holding our breaths and waiting for Aunt 
Gommie to go on. We felt there was something 
coming. 

* And so,' said Aunt Gommie, very slowly, and 



12 SUNNY DAYS. 

not looking at us at all, ' I said I would take the 
lodgings for a month, for some little people whom 
I knew. And it is all settled, and we are to go 
out by the firet train after breakfast' 

Oh, how we did scream 1 How we all jumped 
up from our breakfast, and ran and hugged Aunt 
Gommie. We could not believe our senses. 





CHAPTER 11. 



GOING! 



I 




>ELL : I never can help beginning 
with *weir when I am telling any- 
thing, because it is the usual be- 
ginning of stories; at least Aunt 
Gommie always begins and goes on with * well/ 

It was a very good thing, we all agreed after- 
wards, that we had not been told about this coun- 
try plan the night before, for we certainly should 
not have slept, any of us, one wink. As it was, 
the joy seemed too great. We ate no more 
breakfast. We could not eat, we were so excited. 
Mamma said we might run up-stairs, and put 
together our brushes, combs, and any little things 
we wanted. So we tore up-stairs, each anxious to 
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be first, to tell the news to nurse. Bessie reached 
the nursery first. * O nurse, what do you think ?' 
she burst in with. * We 're going into the country, 
to a farm-house 1' * We are going to-day, by the 
very first train !' cried Minnie. * To live for a 
month 1 O nurse,' cried Tita, jumping about, * I 
am so happy I don't know what to do 1' 

I said, * Nurse, you must be very quick, please, 
and look out our things, or we shall be late for 
the train. It goes in an hour.' 

•We shall never be packed in time!' said 
Bessie, in a tone of anxiety. * Do begin, nurse, 
directly r That sly old nursie ! she only laughed, 
and went on washing up her tea-cups and 
saucers. 

* All right. Miss Bessie. All will be ready. 
Just bring your brushes and combs in here to me, 
and give me your shoes. I will put them in the 
bag.' 

* The bag !' cried Minnie ; * one bag won't be 
enough. We shall want frocks and pinafores, and 
all our linen. We *re going to stay away, nurse, 
for a month !' 

* Yes, dear, and a good thing too/ said nurse, 
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putting her crocks in the cupboard as slowly as 
she could. 

* You are too provoking!' cried Bessie, 'going 
on with those old cups when there is so much to 
be done/ 

Nurse smiled, and opening the clothes-press, 
took out three carpet-bags and a box, and put 
them on the table. *Why, they're full I' said 
Tita, * crammed full !' 

* Nurse, youVe playing us a trick!* I cried. 
* You knew all about it, and packed our things 
last night r 

* How could you keep it so secret when we 
were dressing this morning ?' asked Minnie. * I 'm 
sure I couldn't have, if it had been ever so ! ' 

* Ah, Miss Minnie, when you come to my age 
you '11 keep a little padlock to put on your tongue 
sometimes, as I do.' 

* Where?' asked Tita, with great wondering eyes. 

* I 've taken it off now,' said nurse. * Yes, I 
knew all about it last night, and I thanked my 
stars that / hadn't to take you all into the country, 
and keep you in order. A nice handful your 
auntie will have with you !' 
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' That 's the best of it/ cried Minnie. ' She 's 
not so horribly strict as you are, and won t put us 
to bed if we tear our frocks in scrambling over a 
hedge, or make our stockings muddy, and things 
like that. She doesn't think them such dreadful 
crimes !' 

* Ah, Miss Minnie, you won't have much chance 
of spoiling your nice things,' said nurse. * I Ve 
put up all the oldest clothes I could find for you 
to tear and racket about in/ 

* Not that horrid old hat of mine, that old- 
fashioned thing, I hope?' asked Bessie, with a 
look of dismay. 

* Yes, Miss, your old hats and old everythings. 
Daddy Quashys and all.' 

* Oh, those Daddy Quashys 1 Nurse, we really 
can't wear theniy cried Bessie. 

* Your mamma said you were to,' said nurse. 
* What does it matter, out there in the backwoods, 
as one may say ?' 

Bessie was vexed, and walked off into the next 
room to get her nail-brush and tooth-brush, and 
pomatum and tooth-powder. She is rather par- 
ticular — a fidget, we call her. Well, I know I 
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am all the other way, so / must not say any- 
thing. Aunt Gommie says I am slovenly. This 
is another of the things that have got to come 
right in time, you know. The Daddy Quashys — 
it seems a funny name, doesn't it ? — are our 
round brown Holland pinafores. They are not 
at all pretty, being made scanty and straight, and 
they look something like brown Holland bed- 
gowns, with a band of the same, but they are 
famous things to grub about in, and we don't 
think much of the look when we are grubbing 
about, that is, messing, and watering the creepers 
and sweet peas round the summer-house. I don't 
think dress has much to do with being happy, 
really. We are always most happy when we are 
messing and * muddling,' as nurse calls it ; and 
our merriest hours are spent in the little strip of 
town g^den at the back of our house, where we 
have each got a bit of border, and where we sow 
seeds every spring, in hopes of seeing them come 
up some day. And when we go out for a country 
walk we take a trowel and baskets, and bring 
back roots of primroses and violets, to plant in 
our borders ; but they die every year, and then 

^^ B 
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we have the pleasure to look forward to of getting 
fresh ones. 

Now, here I am wandering away again from 
my tale. I never can tell a stor)- straight, not as 
you read it in a book, you know. There are so 
many things that pop up by the way. 

Well, we soon had our things put together, 
and then we ran about the house, looking for our 
baskets and our dolls, for they were too precious 
— the dolls I mean — to be left behind; and, 
besides, the house was going to be painted, and 
the smell of the paint might injure them. Bessie 
said she was sure it would spoil their complexions. 
I am thought rather old for a doll now, I know, 
being past twelve ; but I catCt give up my own 
lovely Cecilia just yet. She has had a new skirt 
quite lately, and a silk fichu; and I really 
couldn't ! 

So there we were, down-stairs, dolls and all, 
waiting for Annt Gommie, for a wonder. I am 
asliamed to say she generally has to wait for us. 
She and mamma had packed such a hamper of 
things for us to take — tea and sugar, and cold 
cream and cocoa, and marmalade and mustard, 
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and biscuits, and soap and candles, and I don't 
know what besides ; for there was no shop where 
we were going, and so we had to take all we 
should want. At last everything was ready ; and 
we were in such a dreadful hurry to start. We 
had on our great broad-brimmed hats, to shade us 
from the sun, for we had a long walk over the 
moori Aunt Gommie said, when we got out of 
the train. Syd could not be patient at all ; he 
was worse than any of us. . He kept on calling 
out, very loud, so that Aunt Gommie might hear, 
* The train will be off in half a jiff! We shall be 
too late !' and then, when he found she did not; 
come, he took a steam whistle out of his pocket, 
and made the very noise that the engine does, 
and then screamed out, — 

* The train 's going ! I said we should miss it ! ' 
When Aunt Gommie came running up, she 
pulled Syd's hair for him, and he deserved it. 

However, we were off at last. Every one had 
something to carry, besides dolls and baskets, 
cloaks, rugs, parasols, umbrellas, and Bessie had 
the basket of old hats, which she peeped into as 
she went along, and made faces at them. I had a 
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basket with all sorts in it, things which could not 
be crammed in anywhere else : sponges, clothes- 
• brush, pills, and some plated spoons and forks. 
There was only one drawback to our pleasure, 
and that was, that papa and mamma were not 
coming with us. Papa could not leave his work, 
and mamma could not leave papa ; and Basil and 
Annie, the two little ones, did not go because, 
mamnia said, Basil could not leave her (we think 
it was the other way, for mamma is dreadfully 
fond of her baby-boy ! she loves him quite as 
much as we do our dolls, and that is saying a 
great deal). And Annie, of course, stayed to be 
company for him. 




CHAPTER III. 



goneI 




DON'T know what the people in the 
train could have thought of us, when we 
got out at Orbridge station, except that 
we were mad. We all talked and clat- 
tered at the top of our voices together, and 
jumped and hopped about Aunt Gommie on the 
platform, while she tried in vain to keep us quiet, 
and to divide our chattels equally among us. 
Even I, who am the eldest (now the elder girl of 
all is away ; dear Alice, we wished she could have 
been with us 1) — even I, I say, could not be at all 
self-possessed. I was too excited to think of 
being so. Syd and I settled to carry the um- 
brellas and what we called the * plate-basket' 
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between us. He had a very clever way, so he 
said, of dividing the weight, by running the um- 
brellas through the handle of the basket, and each 
of us took one end of them. This was all very 
well for him, as, he being taller than I, the basket 
would not stay in the middle, but sloped down to 
my end, and gave me best part of the weight. 
Sometimes I jerked up my end of the umbrellas, 
and shifted the basket down to him, at which he 
was very indignant, and called out, * I say, Laura, 
that's a good oneP and jerked it back again. 
However, I did not mind, being much too joyful 
to care, if I had had twice the weight. But we 
played at jerking once too often. 

Oh, the walk over that lovely down ! Shall I 
ever forget it ? We did all enjoy it so ! The 
keen cool breeze on that broiling summer s day 
was so delicious after the hot stifling air of the 
town. The tinkling of the sheep-bells as the 
sheep moved about, browsing over the moor — the 
clear sweet twitter of the larks, which we could 
hear but not see, they were up so high — the still- 
ness, and the freshness, were all such a treat! 
We kept on wishing for papa and mamma to 
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share it But they had promised to come out 
and spend a day now and then with us, when 
dear papa could get away. 

We all walked merrily along, our tongues going 
as fast as our toes. I wonder how it is that the 
tongue is the only part of the body that never gets 
tired. It's curious, isn't it .-^ We kept in a row 
as much as possible, that we might hear all we 
could from Aunt Gommie and Syd about our 
country house. 

' It 's a first-rate place,' said Syd, ' there 's such 
a barn there, where we can play if it rains.' 

* I hope it won't rain all the time we are away,' 
said Tita. * It doesn't look as if it would, does 
it?' The others laughed at this trusting idea of 
Tita's. 

' Then there are lots of cows,' said Syd, with a 
sly look at Minnie. Minnie has a little weakness 
about horned things, especially cows, and so have 
I, for that matter. I don't care to meet them in 
a narrow lane with high hedges, for instance. I 
always feel more comfortable when there is a 
hedge between us. Minnie has a red-riding- 
hood cloak, which she wanted to leave at home. 
I knew why : she had an idea that cows alw^.^^ 
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ran at red. But Aunt Gommie said, ' Nonsense !' 
and so Minnie carried it, nid away under Bessie's 
grey one. Well, at last we got across the moor, 
and came to a lane, with lovely shady hedges, 
full of ferns and flowers. This went down, down, 
down, sloping off the side of the moor, and then 
we got to a stile, and Aunt Gommie said there 
was a short cut through some fields to our country- 
house. Here Syd and I had an adventure with 
our plate-basket. After crossing two or three 
meadows we came to an immense corn-field. The 
corn was standing high, and we were all delighted 
with it as it waved in the wind, especially Tita, 
who cried out, — 

' I never saw such long grass before! It's 
higher than me T 

There was a narrow footpath through the 
middle of the field, so we had to walk one after 
the other, in a string. Syd and I came last, and 
he could not resist making a raid into the high 
corn. He darted off, pulling me with him, ever 
so far, and at last he stumbled over a furrow and 
fell, and I fell too, and the umbrellas came out 
from the handles of the basket, and the basket 
upset, and out rolled the sponges and the pills. 
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and the spoons and the forks, and the clothes- 
brush, and Aunt Gommie^s inkbottle and some 
reels of cotton, and I don't know what else. We 
went into such screams of laughter, Syd and I, 
that we could not pick up ourselves, or anything 
else, at first ; and Bessie said Aunt Gommie could 
not make it out at all, and they all had to turn 
back and look for us. It was lucky the farmer 
was not in the field that day. We picked up our- 
selves and our things at last ; and Aunt Gommie 
tried to look seriously at us for riding into the 
corn, but she couldn't help laughing. The best of 
it was, that the pills, which she had so carefully 
brought, in case we should be ill, were all gone. 
The cover had come off in the scrimmage, and 
they had rolled away among the corn. Perhaps 
the field-mice had them. We were very glad, I 
know, and whispered to each other, ' What fun !' 

Another dreadful thing was, that we picked up 
the empty inkbottle, standing on its head; and 
Aunt Gommie declares to this day that her nail- 
brush is somewhere in that field, for she was 
never able to find it after what Syd calls ' that 
jolly spill!' 



CHAPTER IV. 



THE GREAT STOWE. 




me. 



DON'T think there could be a jollier farm- 
house than the one Aunt Gommie had 
found out for us (I forgot, 'jolly' is not a 
girl's word, but it comes so natural to 
I wonder if there ever was a girl with four 
brothers who did not let it slip out now and then. 
Even little Annie says, ' How dolly T) 

Well, the Great Stowe, as the farm was called, 
was a king of farm-houses, then. Some said it 
had been a house used by the old monks many, 
many years ago, and, indeed, it might have been, 
by its ancient look. There was a large old- 
fashioned porch, built of granite, and a cross and 
a heart cut on it; there were seats inside the 
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porch, where we often sat and had tea on the hot 
days. Then there was a long broad passage, 
paved with huge granite stones, and out of that 
another, leading to the great kitchens, where the 
fireplaces were big enough to cook an ogre's 
dinner, seven children in a row, at once ; and such 
a grand dairy ! Oh 1 I cannot half describe the 
place, and all its odd turns and corners. The 
parlour that we had for our sitting-room, instead 
of being papered, like ours at home, was all lined 
with wood, in panels, and some of them opened 
into queer deep cupboards, which were big enough 
to stow several of us away in. There was no end 
of cupboards and stowing-places all about the 
house, and, I daresay, now I come to think of it, 
that was why it was called the Great Stowe. 
The old woman showed us a cupboard, high up 
over the kitchen door, one day, which we should 
never have found out, and Aunt Gommie believes 
it was built to hide a man in, and she made up such 
a wonderful story about it, one day, in the hay- 
field. Aunt Gommie is like a spider ; she goes on 
spin, spin, spin, and she is never at a loss for a 
web. One story that she told us on Sundays 
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went on for a year, and still she made something 
fresh about the people every time. It must be a 
strange thing to have a spinning brain like that. 
We often wish for it, and Aunt Gpmmie says that 
the more we learn now the better we shall be able 
to spin by-and-bye ; but I don't know whether I 
quite agree with that How should irregular 
verbs (you can^t think how I hate them!), and 
practice sums, and declensions of nouns, help one 
to make stories such as Aunt Gommie tells, of 
fairies and bogies, and adventurers? The two 
things seem so very far apart, don't they ? 

Well, to go back to the Great Stowe. As 
soon as we got to the farm, which was a little 
before dinner-time, we ran like mad things all 
about it. First over the house, peeping into all 
the odd nooks and corners ; then all about the 
great farm-yard, to the astonishment of the pigs, 
who ran away and squeaked ; then into the out- 
houses, cow-houses, and lofts, finding out cats, 
kittens, ducks, and chickens ; then into the great 
barn, where we jumped up and down upon the 
bundles of straw, and built a ship with them, and 
had a shipwreck, Syd being our captain, of course. 
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He was as mad as any of us. I never saw him 
in such spirits. He wanted to ride the old sow 
round the farm-yard, and caught her by the tail, 
but she was too wise, and wouldn't let him get 
on her back. Tita was rather frightened, I think ; 
she made some funny mistakes, for she didn't 
know all the creatures one from the other, and 
she cried when she saw a calf run through the 
yard, and rushed to Aunt Gommie, shouting, — 

* A lion ! a lion V 

How we all laughed, to be sure! Tita isn't 
quite six, and she never saw a calf before. After 
that, we used to say, when we saw it, — 

* There goes Tita's lion T 

She was just as terrified at the turkey-cock, 
when he came strutting past her with his ' gobble, 
gobble, gobble!' and she always called him a 
Goblin, and ran away from him when she saw him 
coming. 

When we came in to dinner there were two 
great jugs of milk on the table. Oh, such milk ! 
so thick with cream ; we never had any like it in 
the town. Aunt Gommie said that as we had 
come out to get fat, we might have as much 
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milk as we liked to ask for, at any time in 
the day. 

We certainly did take advantage of this leave. 
Warm milk, fresh from the cow, in a row of 
glasses on a tray, came in when we were called at 
seven, to begin with ; milk for breakfast, milk for 
luncheon, milk for dinner, afternoon milk, milk 
for tea, milk for supper, to say nothing of the 
warm milk out of the pail at milking-time ! Syd 
said one day, gravely, after his sixth glass, ' * I 
have often heard of the Milky Way, but now I 
know what it is!' 

I know too, for I learn out of MangnalVs Qtces- 
ttons. At home, that is; we had not a single 
lesson-book at the Great Stowe. 

Never was such a time ! I am afraid there 
never will be again. When you have heard all 
that we did while we were there, you will sympa- 
thise with me. 

I love play, and I do not love work. I am 
very sorry, for Aunt Gommie says it ought not 
to be so ; and yet — well, it is of no good to think 
about it ; it is one of those things that will right 
themselves as I get older, and more proper, and 
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all that, like being untidy, and slovenly, and 
exaggerating, and Tom-boyish, you know, and 
little tricks. Aunt Gommie won't let me forget 
that these things are to be mended some time. 

We had the most delicious bedrooms at the 
Great Stowe. Large rooms, with recesses and 
corners, and great open stone hearths, and old cup- 
boards, quite black inside with age. Aunt Gommie 
said (does age always make one black inside, I 
wonder?), and low broad window- seats, and lat- 
ticed windows, held open with an iron hook, and, 
best of all, great bunches of ripe red cherries 
coming in at them. The whole front of the house 
was covered with large cherry-trees, trained up to 
the very roof, and thick with cherries ; and of 
these we might have as many as we liked. For 
my part, I should have liked to have lived on 
milk and cherries. 

There were two large kitchen-gardens and 
several orchards belonging to the Great Stowe, 
and ever so many hay-fields and corn-fields, and 
meadows and turnip-fields and potato-fields. 

The hay-making this year was late, and so we 
came in for it, and capital fun we had. 
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There were so many funs, and so many adven- 
tures, I can hardly tell which to write about first ; 
so I must finish this part, and put my elbow on 
the table, to think. 

It IS not manners. Aunt Gommie says, to put 
my elbow on the table in company, and I know 
it ; but as I am alone it does not matter, and it 
helps me. 




CHAPTER V. 



GOATS TOR. 




HERE was a high-pointed hill, some- 
thing like a sugarloaf, in sight of our 
windows ; it seemed to be very near, 
but it really was two miles from the 
Great Stowe up to the top. 

We looked at it at breakfast time with longing 
eyes. 

* What fun it would be to get to the top of that 
Tor!' said Syd. * I vote we do. What do you 
say, Aunt Gommie ?' 

* I vote we do too,' said Aunt Gommie, * and 
that we take our dinner up there, and eat it on 
the top.' 

We all clapped our hands at this. After break- 

c 
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fast we set to work to collect the baskets, and 
Aunt Gommie went into the kitchen to see about 
the dinner. There was some cold meat and bread, 
and hard-boiled eggs and biscuits, and cherries 
and cream, and two bottles of milk. Bessie and 
I helped to fill these, and to pack the baskets, 
while the others played in the yard. We were so 
happy and busy, and at last we set off, each with 
a basket, and a horrid cloak, which Aunt Gommie 
made us take, for fear of rain. We grumbled at 
the cloaks, for it was so hot, and it was not likely 
that we should want them. But Aunt Gommie 
would have it so. Syd offered to put my basket 
and his on a stick again, and share the weight 
between us, but I had had enough of that. 

We did not quite know what we were in for, as 
Syd said afterwards, when we planned to climb 
the Goat's Tor. The last part of it was only 
fit for goats — ^without baskets. First, we had to 
go through some meadows, then down a lane, 
then some more meadows, and at last we came to 
a small river. This was very shallow, and there 
were large stepping-stones in it, on which we 
crossed, with great fun, for it was not at all easy. 
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Syd pretended to help us over, and was really 
trying to push us off and make us slip into the 
water ; and I had a dreadful misfortune, all 
through that monkey ! He took my basket, which 
had the two bottles of milk in it, over first, and 
put it on the opposite bank. Just as I got across, 
and before I could reach it, I saw it sliding down 
towards the water. In it went, with a splash, 
and the next minute we saw the water round it 
all white, and we knew what had happened. Both 
the bottles were broken. It was too provoking, 
on such a hot thirsty day ! 

* That's what comes of Laura's pretending to 
carry our milk,' said Syd, mischievously. ' I'm 
ashamed of you, LoL' 

' And I of you,' I answered. ' Ah ! you need 
not try to put it off on me, for Aunt Gommie saw 
it all/ 

' What shall we do for a drink ?' said Minnie, 
woefully, as she stood on one of the stones in the 
middle of the river, looking on. * There won't 
even be any water on the top of the Tor.' 

. ' I'll tell you what, Minnie,' cried Syd, ' you 
shall stand up and cry into our cups till we've 
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had enough, and then you may cry for yourself, 
if youVe not tired/ 

* It would be rather too salt, thank you,' said 
Minnie. 

We fished the basket out of the water with the 
handle of Aunt Gommie's umbrella, and emptied 
the broken bottles into the river. I was a gainer 
by that misfortune in one way, for it was tremen- 
dously heavy to carry before, and I filled my 
basket with ferns and flowers, as we scrambled up 
through the wood on the other side of the river. 

It was a scramble, sure enough, so steep that 
we could hardly drag ourselves up in some places. 
I never saw such ferns in my life as there were 
there. Some of the lady-ferns were taller than 
Tita. We picked them and stuck them in our 
hats as we went up. 

Now we heard the sound of a great rushing of 
water in the wood. It grew louder and louder as 
we climbed. 

* There must be a waterfall somewhere near,' 
said Aunt Gommie. 

* Oh, dear, is it going to rain ?' asked Tita, in 
a tone of dismay. 
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' No ; it's water, you silly child/ said Minnie, 
' falling down from the rocks. Don't you hear it ?' 

* Found ! found I' cried Syd, who had bounded 
on to discover the waterfall. * Such a sight ! 
come, make haste !' he screamed. 

It was a sight, indeed. Higher up, we came 
upon a little winding path, where some steps had 
been cut, to a flat place halfway down the water- 
fall. We were quite wonderstruck when we came 
here in sight of it. From the very top of the 
steep hill to the bottom, down through the wood, 
fell the river, from rock to rock ; not one water- 
fall, but fifty or more, one after another, over the 
great boulders which jutted out all the way down 
the water-course. We were wild with delight. 
We never saw anything so grand before. Aunt 
Gommie said it was like one of the waterfalls in 
Switzerland. The noise was so great when we got 
close to it that we could hardly hear ourselves speak. 

Tita's eyes were open to their fullest extent ; 
at first she was silent from astonishment, and then 
she cried out, — 

' What a packet of water ! Is it coming out of 
the sky ?' 
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She might well ask that, for we could not see 
the top of it ; the trees hid it higher up, and they 
seemed to be touching the sky. 

* This would be the very place for a picnic 
when papa and mamma come out,' said I. 

* Just what I was going to say,' said Aunt 
Gommie. * Won't they enjoy it under these 
splendid trees ?' 

* Jolly I' cried Syd. 

* Oh, I wish they were here now !' said Minnie, 
jumping about and clapping her hands. 

* So do I, so do I !' cried Tita and Bessie. 

* Let us sit down and rest here before we go 
any further,' said Aunt Gommie. 

We were all glad to stop in the shade, for the 
climbing was hard work and hot. But the sitting 
down was quite another thing. We couldn't rest 
in that way. As soon as we had put our baskets 
and those horrid cloaks down by Aunt Gommie, 
we were scrambling up and down by the water- 
fall, getting as near to the splashes as we could, 
and running across a little rickety old bridge of 
planks which had been thrown over it in one 
place. As for Syd, he got into the most impos- 
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sible places ; on rocks in the middle of the falls, 
and up the trees which hung over it, dangling 
himself over the water, while we looked on, 
screaming at him, and every minute expecting to 
see him fall in. 

Aunt Gommie was used to these ways of his, 
and not so much afraid as we were ; but even she 
was a little frightened, I think, when we came 
running to her to tell her that Syd had got into 
a most dangerous place, and declared he could 
not get down again ; and what was to be done ? 

* O that boy !' she exclaimed ; and then she 
got up quickly, and came with us. There was 
that boy, sitting in the fork of a large decayed old 
tree, which sloped over the waterfall, so that he 
was right over the middle of it, very high up. 
He had swarmed up there because we said we 
were sure he could not ; and now it was no easy 
matter for him to get down. There was nothing 
for him to rest his foot on ; the tree was too large 
for him to clasp it with his arms or legs, and if he 
had tried it he would have slipped over and fallen 
among the rocks in the water. 
: Aunt Gommie looked dismayed. She called 
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out to Syd as loud as she could, for the water 
roared so, ' Can't you come down ?' 

He shook his head. Bessie says he was white 
as a sheet — that is her way of speaking, you 
know — but he certainly was pale ; and I felt sure 
that when he was afraid there must be reason ; 
for there never was such a daring boy for all sorts 
of adventure as Syd We all say he was cut out 
to be a sailor ; and he means to be one some day. 

Aunt Gommie saw that he could not do it ; 
and she looked puzzled, for once. There seemed 
no way out of it but for Syd to stay there till 
some one could be fetched with a ladder from the 
farm. 

All at once Aunt Gommie had a thought. She 
has thoughts sometimes. * Fetch all the cloaks 
here,' she said to us. 

We ran, for we were quite excited, and quickly 
came back with the cloaks. There was Syd's 
greatcoat, and Aunt Gommie's waterproof, and 
Bessie's grey, and Minnie's Red Riding Hood, 
and Tita's old brownie, and mine. They made a 
good pile altogether. 

' Put them all in a heap here,' said Aunt 
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Gommie, pointing to a spot a little way off from 
the foot of the tree. 
We did so. 

* Now, Syd, jump!' she cried, pointing to the 
soft heap. * Stand up, and take a flying leap.^ 

He looked at the heap, and smiled, then shook 
his head, then stood up on the fork of the tree, 
and rubbed his hands, then sat down again, and 
laughed. He did not seem to like it much. It 
was such a high jump. 

'Come, try!' cried Aunt Gommie. Still he 
seemed unwilling, and did not move ; and Aunt 
Gommie turned away, and asked me if I thought 
that Bessie and I could find our way back to the 
farm and ask a man to bring a ladder. 

We looked at one another. For my part, I 
was thinking of the cows in the fields we had to 
pass through, and my heart failed me. I am 
afraid it was* very selfish, but if there zs a creature 
I would rather not meet, it is a cow ; and I wished 
Aunt Gommie could go with us. 

* Take an umbrella,' whispered Bessie, who 
guessed my thoughts. 

' A what ?' asked Aunt Gommie. But before 
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we could answer, a great bump close behind us 
made us start, as if we had been shot, and there 
was Syd, flown down from his perch on to the 
heap of cloaks. 

How glad we were now that we had brought 
them! 

, * You dreadful boy !' said Aunt Gommie, * what 
shall I do to you ?' 

* What you always do,* said Syd, * which is — 
nothing!* 

* We have had enough of the waterfall for the 
present,* said Aunt Gommie. * Suppose we go 
on to the Tor now.* 

: We were all anxious to go on. Our fright 
about Syd had rather spoilt our pleasure in the 
wood. So we went on, climbing, climbing, up 
the narrow winding path, till we came out of the 
wood into some fields. 

After two or three fields we came to a lane 
which led us up to the foot of the Tor. Then, 
indeed, we had a climb. The best side for going 
up was all strewn with great lumps of rock, over 
which we struggled, and dragged up one another, 
for about half an hour. At last we came to the 



A MONTH AT THE GREAT STOWE. 43- 

topmost rock of all, which rose high, like a castle 
wall, on three sides ; on the fourth we managed 
to get ,up, and panting, and tired, and hot, we 
threw ourselves and our baskets down on the flat 
grassy top of the Tor, and drank in the delicious 
fresh breeze for some time, without speaking a 
word, only now and then uttering an exhausted 
grunt. Syd was the first to speak. 

* Fm peckish,' he said. 

Then we all felt that we were too, and we 
began to unpack the baskets. They went down 
much lighter than they came up, for we ate every- 
thing that was in them. How we did miss our 
milk ! we were so hot and thirsty. Syd was 
punished as well as we were, for he was the 
hottest of us all. Presently he said — 

* I saw a little stream coming out between the 
stones as we came up. I shall go down and drink 
of it. Who 11 come ?' 

* I !' cried Bessie. * Tm dying of thirst. Oh, 
I wish we had the waterfall here !' 

* And I,' I said. * Til take the mugs, and 
bring some up to Aunt Gommie, and Minnie, 
and Tita.' 
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' Don't get into any mischief/ called Aunt 
Gommie after us. 

* There are no trees here !' cried Syd, as we 
ran off. 

That tiresome boy ! what a chase he led us, to 
be sure ! To begin with, he took us down the 
wrong side of the hill, and when we had gone a 
long way he found out his mistake, and we had 
to scramble round over those horrible boulders, 
those great pieces of rock, till we were half dead 
with the heat, for it was a blazing day, and there 
was no breeze down there, as there was on the 
top of the Tor. 

' Where are we getting to ?' asked Bessie, at 
last. * I declare I can't go any further.' 

' I don't even see the top of the Tor now,' I 
said. * Syd, I believe we have lost ourselves.' 

' Nonsense — ^lost ! We're all right,' said Syd. 
* We shall see our way directly, when we have 
climbed over these rocks in front. Come on.' 

With great trouble and difficulty we followed 
him; but what was our horror when, having 
climbed the rocks, we found ourselves all three 
on the brink of a deep precipice ! 



CHAPTER VI. 



RED RIDING HOOD. 




^E Stared at each other, Bessie and 
I, in a real fright. Syd laughed. 

* Oh, I made a mistake, that's all,' 
he said. * We must go back.' 

* I cant go back,' said Bessie ; * I 'm too tired. 
I shall stay here and die.' 

* I wouldn't, if I were you,' said Syd. * Don't 
you know that there is a hidden volcano under 
this Tor, like Vesuvius, and that it is expected to 
burst out into flames any day V 

* You re joking,' said Bessie, sitting up straight, 
and looking alarmed. 

*No, I'm not, really. That's how all these 
great stones came tumbling about the sides of 
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the Tor. There was an earthquake or some- 
thing one day/ 

* Long ago ?' \asked Bessie. 

* I don't know exactly when/ said Syd ; * but 
you'd better come on quickly, in case another 
should happen/ 

* If I had known that before, I wouldn't have 
come here to-day/ said Bessie. I could not 
help feeling very uncomfortable too, for I knew 
all about Vesuvius, and Syd was so grave that I 
could not think he was joking. 

We turned round, and began to climb back 
again. It seemed to be lost time, for we were 
wandering on and on without knowing in the 
least where we were. 

On, on we went ; now we had got out of the 
boulders, now we had come among the heath and 
the gorse and the bracken, but we could not see 
anything that looked like the Goat's Tor. There 
were several other hills round us, and we could 
not tell which it was. We had lost our Way, 
without any doubt. Bessie and I were really 
frightened. My heart beat so fast I could hardly 
speak; and Syd kept us in a continual state of 
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fear too, for he would run away out of sight, and 
then we were alone in that wild vast place. He 
came back, however, always ; but then he would 
keep jumping up on every rock we passed, and 
turning head over heels over it. 

Once he gave us a dreadful fright. There are 
some deep holes in some parts of the moor, so 
deep that you cannot see to the bottom of them. 
They are old mines. Aunt Gommie says; and 
she had warned us to be very careful not to go 
near them. Syd was at one of his antics, jump- 
ing about over the tumps on the moor, when all 
of a sudden he rolled down out of our sight, and 
we heard him scream as he did so. O how we 
ran ! I thought of the old mine shafts directly. 
We had passed one a little while before. As we 
ran, I gasped out to Bessie, * He's fallen into a 
pit ! I 'm sure he has.' 

And what do you think it was, after all ? 

It was only a scream of delight at the dis- 
covery of a dirty black pond full of tadpoles and 
newts, over which we found him stooping, catch- 
ing the horrid things in his hands. It was too 
bad of him! 
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' Give us your handkerchief, Lol/ he said, 
coolly, ' to put them in. Did you ever see such 
beauties ?' 

* You may have my handkerchief/ I said, ' but 
you don't think I am going to carry the crea- 
tures !' 

* Oh, they will do very well in my pocket,' he 
answered ; and he took my clean handkerchief 
and put a lump of mud in it, and then some of 
those horrid wagglers out of the pond. Bessie 
screamed, and ran a little way off, and when Syd 
saw this, he took up one of the newts by the tail 
and ran after her with it, and there was such a 
scene ! It ended by the newt slipping out of his 
hand and being lost among the heath, where I 
suppose it died, poor thing. 

* WelV I said at last, * are we ever going back 
to Aunt Gommie ? Syd, how can you stay here 
playing when you know we are lost ?' 

Bessie began to cry. 

* Come on,' said Syd, * don't blub, for goodness' 
sake, Betty ! If I 've lost you, I' 11 find you again 
by and by, all right. Come on up to the top 
here, and let us take a look.' 
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We climbed on one of the highest mounds, 
but could see nothing that we knew. The only 
thing we saw was a little hut at some distance, — a 
shepherd's hut, Syd thought. Smoke was curling 
out of the chimney, which made us think that 
some one was there, and we settled that we would 
go and see if we could find any one to tell us the 
way to Goafs Tor. 

The hope of this made us quicken our steps. 
In the hut we found an old man, crooning over 
the fire. He seemed very much surprised to see 
us. Syd went forward and spoke to him, but 
Bessie and I shrunk back in the doorway, for we 
thought he looked rather wild, and Bessie whis- 
pered to me, — 

* Suppose he should be a gipsy, and try to 
steal us !' 

I whispered back, — 

* Syd would fight, and so could I, for that matter. 
We would protect you, Bessie !' 

But I felt rather uneasy for all that, and not 
much relieved when the man got up and came out 
of the hut, saying he would show us the way. 

* Suppose he should play us some trick !' I 

D 
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thought; and then I remembered all sorts of 
stories I had heard, and grew quite cold, though 
it was such a hot day. Bessie squeezed my hand 
tight as we followed the man, and I know we both 
wished ourselves safe back with Aunt Gommie a 
hundred times. 

The man did not speak much, which I thought 
looked suspicious. I was afraid to whisper my 
fears to Syd, lest he should laugh, or to Bessie, 
lest she should cry. But I need not have troubled 
myself so much, after all. To our great joy, in a 
little while, he led us round a hill, which had 
hidden Goafs Tor from us, and we could just see 
Aunt Gommie standing up on the top, with two 
dots by her side, which were Minnie and Tita, of 
course. We could see her looking about on this 
side and on that, her spectacles glancing in the 
sunlight; she had put them on, of course, to try 
and spy us out. Then we shouted, at the top of 
our voices, and they heard, and Minnie and Tita 
held up their handkerchiefs, and waved them. 
And so we came up to the top of Goat's Tor, and 
glad enough we were. Aunt Gommie gave the 
man a shilling, with which he seemed well pleased ; 
and when he was gone, she said to us, — 
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* You poor little wanderers, how tired you must 
be ! I was getting quite frightened about you/ 

Then she gave us some wine, out of a little 
flask that was in the basket, and we had a good 
rest, lying on the top of the Tor, in the delicious 
breeze, while she told us a lovely Tad. I do not 
think any one but ourselves would know what a 
Tad is, so I must explain that it is a name we have 
given to Aunt Gommie's stories in general. It 
is a corruption of * Tarradiddle' really, which is 
Syd's word for an invention. We found the word 

* Tarradiddle^ too long, so first we called it 

* Taddle,^ and then ' Tad/ We always call Aunt 
Goitimie's stories Tads. She is very fond of 
teaching us the derivations of words, but this one 
we made for ourselves. 

When the Tad was done, we were all beautifully 
rested, and began to think of going home; but 
we groaned aloud as we thought of all the great 
rocks we had to climb over before we could get 
down to the moor and walk. 

* r 11 tell you what !' cried Syd at last ; * I saw a 
steep green slope right down from the top of the 
Tor, near where we climbed up. Why shouldn't 
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we slide right down it, as people slide down the 
sides of the Alps ?* 

* I believe we could/ said I. * I know where 
you mean/ 

* Oh, what fun ! Aunt Gommie, do let us try !' 
cried Minnie and Bessie. 

* We must just look at the place first/ said 
Aunt Gommie. * Syd, show us where it is.' 

Syd was only too ready; and he led us to a 
place where, after we had scrambled off the rocky 
top of the Tor, we could, as he said, sit down and 
slide right to the bottom. It would have been 
impossible to have climbed up here, it was so 
steep and slippery, but going down was quite 
another matter. And Aunt Gommie, after a great 
deal of humming and hawing, said that we might 
go down that way if we were very careful indeed. 
But we could see that she was dreadfully afraid 
that we might topple over and roll to the bottom. 

Well, I must own that it looked easier than it 
was. When we were all setting off together, 
Syd first, I next, Bessie behind me, half holding 
on to me, Aunt Gommie last, with Minnie and . 
Tita clinging to her, it struck me that if any of us 
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did lose their balance and roll over, it would be 
a bad thing for the rest. It was so very steep,, 
and the burning sun had made the short grass so 
slippery, that if it had not been for some tufts of 
heath and bracken which we were able to lay 
hold of as we went down, we could not have 
kept ourselves from tumbling over one another. 
It must have been a funny sight, to any one look- 
ing on, that going down the Goat's Tor ; and Syd 
said he must make an etching of it, just in that 
part where Minnie nearly went head foremost,, 
and Tita rolled over on her back. Aunt Gommie 
clutching frantically at both, and nearly going 
over herself. I did not see all that, certainly, 
being too much occupied with my own concerns ; 
but Syd took it very coolly, and turned round 
every now and then to see what was happening 
to us all. I think it was a very lucky thing that 
we got down without any broken bones, as it 
was ; and indeed we were all truly thankful to find 
ourselves safely and cosily in our beds after the 
adventures of the day. 

Our last adventure was, that, in going through 
one of the fields home, a young cow took it into 
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its head to gallop after Minnie. It was only a 
bit of her fun, Syd said ; but Minnie had on her 
Red Riding Hood, for the dew was falling, and 
we were glad of our horrid cloaks after all ; and 
she thought, of course, that he was running at the 
red ; and, oh, how she did scream, and cry out to 
Aunt Gommie to pull her up over the hedge, 
quick ! When she was safe on the other side, 
she sobbed out breathlessly, * It's all that horrid 
cloak of mine ! ' 





CHAPTER VII. 



RURAL DELIGHTS. 




HERE was a most delightful little shal- 
low river — * the child of the water- 
fall/ Tita said — which wound in and 
out among the meadows and woods 
below the Great Stowe ; in some places it was 
only up to our ankles, and we could cross over 
with our shoes and stockings off, and paddle about 
in it to our hearts' content. 

Our great delight was fishing in this river. 
Aunt Gommie made some old gauze veils into 
nets, on withy sticks, and she made some fishing- 
rods for us too ; but, as Syd said, these did not do 
much damage to the fish. What could a crooked 
pin do ? 
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Many a time did I paddle into the middle of 
the river with my fishing-rod, thinking I was 
going to do wonderful things ; but nothing ever 
came of it. I believe my feet frightened the 
fishes. Syd was more fortunate ; he caught little 
minnows in his nets, and once or twice some very 
dinky trout, about two inches long. These we 
thought a great prize, and laid them out on a 
stone. Syd said they were * salmon parrl what- 
ever that was ; he seemed to think great things of 
them, and said we should be persecuted if it was 
known to the keepers. I never did see what 
that had to do with being martyrs ; but we all 
thought it had, and gloried in it. 

How many happy hours we spent down there 
by the water! Aunt Gommie sat on the bank 
with a book, while we paddled and fished, and 
made breakwaters and islands, and played at 
Robinson Crusoes, and ducked and draked. When , 
all of a sudden awaking from her book, she found 
that we were wet and dirty, she suddenly jumped 
up and marched us home, and made us all dry 
again, and gave us some sweet hot coffee. We 
liked those days. 
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One day we were all caught in a drenching 
storm, — one of those tremendous storms that 
come on in the middle of a hot summer's day, no 
one knows how. We were wet to the skin. Aunt 
Gommie and all. Didn't she just hurry us home ! 
We came in, looking like drowned rats, our hair 
hanging straight down our backs, our clothes 
clinging to us. Oh, we were so miserable ! And 
yet we were very merry too. I don't think we 
had been in five minutes before we were all 
safely tucked into bed, and in another ten minutes 
Aunt Gommie was going round from bed to bed 
with cups of hot coffee and a great plate of 
buttered toast, and we thought it as good as a 
picnic. Tita said, in her childish way, — 

* I wish a storm would come every day just 
before tea 1' 

Another day Syd had an adventure which 
rather frightened us at the time, but which I 
believe he thought rather a good joke. He and 
I were fishing ; he on the bank, with his net, and 
I in the middle of the river. I must own that 
when I first fished I did it after a way of my 
own, holding the line about a foot out of the 
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water, expecting that the fish would * jump/ as I 
had heard people say they did ; and I thought it 
very strange that they never jumped, and won- 
dered how It was. I called out to Syd one day, — 

' How odd that they don't bite !' 

And he called back, — 

* I 'd hold it a little higher, if I were you !' 

I did so, but still they did not bite or jump ; 
and at last I gave it up for that day. 

But about Syd's adventure : He took off his 
shoes and stockings, and paddled in to get. to a 
pool with his net, and all on a sudden he went 
plump down, out of sight, into the water. There 
was a hole in that place, which he had not seen. 
Oh, I was so frightened! I saw his net only, 
floating away down the river, and I screamed with 
all my might. Aunt Gommie came running, and 
so did all the others, but by the time they got to 
us Syd was on the bank, shaking himself like a 
Newfoundland dog, and trying to laugh. He 
could swim, and was very active, and so he had 
got out. Of course he was walked off home to bed, 
and coddled ; and Aunt Gommie said he was the 
plague of her life; but we knew she was very 
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fond of the plague for all that. He was none the 
worse for his ducking, and thought nothing of it ; 
but we were quite excited about it, and called it 
* a narrow escape/ 

Another day, to our great glee, we discovered 
a bog on one of the slopes of the moor. We were 
all thankful that it was Aunt Gommie, and not 
nurse, who was with us on that occasion, for we 
came home in such a pickle ! We got into the 
bog before we knew anything about it, and then, in 
trying to find the shortest way out we got farther 
in ; ^ and there was great laughing and scream- 
ing as we splashed about in it But the chief 
delight of this adventure was that we found some 
most lovely and rare bog plants,— the shining 
white bogbean and the yellow asphodel, and the 
sparkling hairy sundew, and the little dinky bell- 
flower, and others. We had flower-books at the 
Great Stowe, which Aunt Gommie had made for 
us, out of papa's sermon-paper ; and we were so 
proud of anything new to put into them. We 
were learning all the names, and were storing them 
up to show to papa and mamma when they came 
out Syd said we were * mad about a fad;' but 
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he was mad about stamps, and why shouldn't we 
be mad about flowers, if we liked ? Aunt Gommie 
said it was good to know what we could of the 
things we saw about us ; and we had never till then 
the least idea of how many lovely wild-flowers 
there were to be found, and of how much there 
was to learn about them. She taught us to dry 
them carefully, spreading them out in blotting 
paper, and putting them under a heavy weight to 
press ; and several rainy days passed happily in 
doing this, and in taking out those that were dry 
and fastening them into our flower-books, with 
little slips of paper gummed across the stems to 
keep them down. Then Aunt Gommie printed 
the names under each flower and fern; and as 
our books began to fill we grew proud and glad of 
them, and at the thoughts of having them to show 
to our darling papa and mamma when they came. 
These would show them that though we had 
been doing no lessons, we had yet learnt some- 
thing in our happy holiday. 

Another of our delights was going to see the 
cows milked every evening, at about seven o'clock. 
We took good care to let them be tied up in their 



A MONTH AT THE GREAT STOWE. 6 1 

Stalls safely before we went into the sheds. Then 
we used to go into the passage between the stalls 
and see how each cow behaved, and talk to our 
favourite ones, and tickle their foreheads and ears. 
Aunt Gommie often came with us, and she used 
to set Tita up on the broad rail between that she 
might see. 

Of course all the cows had names : there was 
Oggie (the milkmaid said it meant Agnes), and 
Cherry, and Louey, and Spot, and Dimple, and 
Crumple — that was the cow with crumpled horns, 
and Tita was always afraid to be lifted up 
to sit by her, because she said she knew that 
that cow had once tossed a little dog over the 
barn, and nothing we could say would per- 
suade her to the contrary ! Then — ^let me see — 
that is six ; and there was Lightfoot and Vixen. 
Ah! Vixen was a bad cow, and deserved her 
name : she would run with her head down at the 
pigs or the turkey-cock, or anything else that came 
in her Highness's way ; and didn't we scamper 
in doors in a hurry if we saw her coming first into 
the yard ! Even Syd was a little bit afraid of her, 
though he used to make a great bt^jg^^ "asA ^rsJii^ n^^ 
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Sillies for running in ; but we peeped once or twice, 
and saw that he was safe enough out of Vixen's 
reach on the top of the farm-yard wall, holloing 
to her to * Come on !' and flourishing a stick at her, 
and asking her if she had a pain in her temper. 
Maggie, the milkmaid, had warned him not to 
tease her; and she did chase him once, but he 
was over the wall in no time, and then came and 
mocked at her through the window, when she was 
shut up in the shed with her calf The pretty- 
little calf, Tita's ' lion,' was what made her so 
furious ; she was in a temper if we only peeped 
at it, and one day nearly broke her horns in 
trying to poke them between the iron bars of the 
window where Syd kept jumping up and down 
to tease her. She was much more like a lion 
than her poor, meek little one. 

We had one pet among the cows though, and 
that was Dimple. She had a gentle, innocent 
face, and used to put it up to us to be stroked, 
chewing all the time. We always begged to 
have our milk out of Dimple's pail. 

Tita could not make out about the cows chew- 
ing as they did all the time they were being 
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milked. The first time she sat up on the ledge 
to see them, she stared at them for a long time 
without speaking ; and at last she turned to Aunt 
Gommie, and said, in quite a low voice, — 
' Why do they always talk in a whisper ?' 
Tita's great pet in the farmyard was a little fat 
pig, very much like herself. She was always try- 
ing to catch it, and called it her ' darling Spotty ;' 
but it did not seem to return her affection, and 
used to run away squeaking whenever she came 
near it. At last Tita gave it up, and said she 
really believed that pigs had no hearts. 




CHAPTER VIII. 



OUR PICNIC. 




HE best thing that happened all the 
time we were at the Great Stowe was 
Our Picnic. We several times took 
out our dinner or our tea to eat some- 
where in the woods or fields ; but the thing that 
we call Our Picnic was quite different from this. 
It was when our dear darling papa and mamma 
came out, and we spent the whole day, the bright 
beautiful summer s day, in the wood by the water- 
fall, all together. 

How we did look forward to that morning! 
We had had a letter, two days before, to say that 
if it was fine we were to expect them by the first 
train. The evening before that delightful day 
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we were so excited! We declared to Aunt 
Gommie that it would be of no use to go to bed, 
as we should not be able to sleep for thinking of 
it. This gave rise to one of Tita's wise speeches. 

* 1 should like to stay up for another reason as 
well/ she said, gravely. 

* For what reason ?^ asked Aunt Gommie. 

* To see where the night goes to/ she answered. 

* Why, of course the night goes to bed in the 
morning/ said Syd. ' Didn't you know that.*^' 

Tita opened her eyes very wide. 

* The night goes to bed when we get up !' she 
cried. * Where does it go to bed ?' 

* In the sea/ replied Syd. 

* What an extrawberry thing !' said Tita ; and 
then she became silent from wonder. It was too 
much for her, the idea of going to bed in the sea. 

Well, we had to go to bed all the same at our 
usual time that night, for Aunt Gommie would 
not listen to our talk about being excited ; she 
said sleep would cure that. And so it did, very 
soon ; for the end of the day at the Great Stowe 
always found us pretty well tired, what with be- 
ing in the open air so much, and scrambling, and 

£ 
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climbing, and running, and jumping, and paddling, 
and all our other exercises. And so we woke up 
all fresh for our picnic. 

The first thing we did was to scramble out of 
bed and rush to the window. There was no 
doubt about it, it was going to be the most splen- 
did day. We all screamed out that it was, and 
capered about the room, and made such a riot in 
our joy, that presently Aunt Gommie's head was 
seen looking in at the door. 

But we weren't a bit afraid of that, for she was 
laughing ; and we capered all the more, and tossed 
our clothes into the air, and sung — 

' We are so very happy, 
We don't know what to do !' 

At last she said, — 

' I think you have had enough now. Make 
haste and dress, for there is so much to be done.' 

Then we made haste and gobbled down our 
milk, which was waiting for us on the window- 
seat, and ran races with each other, to see who 
would be dressed first. Of course / wasn^t I 
never can be, because I am the biggest, and as I 
have longer clothes than the others I take a longer 
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time. We made quick work of breakfast, and 
then we were all as busy as bees. Jenny, the 
maid, was taking up the cream in the dairy, so we 
cleared the table, and carried the things into the 
kitchen, nearly upsetting each other in our eager- 
ness, and then fetched the baskets and the table- 
cloth, and the cups, and the plates, and the spoons, 
and the knives and the forks, and the salt, and 
the sugar, and the tea, and the mustard, and the 
bread, and the butter, and the cheese. Then we 
had to get cloths to wrap up the things in ; and 
there was a great kettle to go with us, and a stone 
jar full of milk, and another of cider, and mugs 
full of clotted cream. 

Now, Jenny came in with a tray, on which 
there were a couple of fat fowls, roasted the day 
before, and a ham, and a veal pie, and a goose- 
berry tart ; and, lastly, old Mrs. Brown brought 
in a basket of cherries, which her son Ned had 
picked that morning. 

It was quite a work of art, Aunt Gommie said, 
to pack all these things in the different baskets, 
little and big ; and as to our carrying them all, that 
would have been simply impossible. Luckily, 



68 SUNNY DAYS ; OR 

there was a donkey on the estate, and Mrs. Brown 
had kindly lent us both that and her son for the 
day ; so the two-legged Ned put a side-saddle on 
the four-legged Ned, and hung him all over with 
baskets. We were to carry some of the lighter 
ones among us. A great rug, on which we were 
to sit in the wood, was thrown over the whole on 
the donkey's back, and he certainly did look a 
queer-shaped creature when he was done. 

This was about ten o'clock. Then we were 
wild to go and meet dear papa and mamma up 
the lane. Aunt Gommie said, ' Fly, then !' and 
we did fly, to put on our hats, and were back 
again before she had time to turn round, she said. 
As we went up the lane we snatched the long 
fern leaves from the hedges and stuck them up- 
right in our hats, till we were all decorated with 
tall green crowns. So we went on dancing, and 
jigging, and singing, hardly able to contain our- 
selves for the joy of thinking that we were going 
to see our dear darling papa and mamma again. 

On our way we passed a forge on the road- 
side ; the hammer was going cling clang on the 
anvj}, and made Syd and me think of the * Har- 
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monious Blacksmith/ and begin to fancy we could 
almost hear the tune of it. In the outer shed a 
cart-horse was standing, being shod, and Tita 
stayed for a minute to watch the man, and then 
ran after us, saying, * He 's putting on the horse's 

boots r 

I should think Aunt Gommie must have been 
tired of the sound of our tongues that morning, 
for we were none of us silent for two minutes 
together, and we all talked at once. Syd, every 
now and then, to let off his spirits, took a flying- 
leap over a gate, or up into the hedge ; and once 
we all did that last, when we saw some strange 
cows running down the lane towards us, the fore- 
most looking very wild. 

* It's a mad ox !' cried Minnie. * I know it is T 

* They 're all mad !' said Syd. * I advise you 
to make haste up !' 

How we did scramble up the steep bank in a 
trice ! Syd laughed at us, but we were much too 
frightened to mind that. Bessie was as white 
as a sheet, and as for me, my heart beat terribly. 
Minnie clung tight to Aunt Gommie, and Tita's 
eyes were nearly starting out of her head. Syd 
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would not come up, though we implored him to 
do so. 

* One would think they were lions or bears, to 
hear you !* he cried. * No ; I am going to chvge 
at them. Here goes !' And he snatched a stick 
out of the hedge and brandished it wildly. 

* Oh, Syd, do come up !* cried Bessie. 

' You will be horned. I know you will !' said 
Minnie.' 

* Trust me for that,' answered Syd. * They had 
better horn me, I can tell them !' 

The best part of the story is, that when the 
furious things came quite close, within a yard 
or two of Syd, he found it would not do to 
charge at them after all, and scrambled up the 
hedge bank himself, catching hold of me, and 
nearly pulling me down into the middle of the 
herd. 

I screamed, and this frightened the cows so 
that they ran faster, of which we were very glad. 
Syd proposed that we should all scream in chorus, 
but Minnie begged that we would not, because it 
might make the cows angry. It was some time 
before we had courage to come down from our 
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perch ; not till we thought our enemies were a safe 
way off. 

Aunt Gommie says it is very foolish to be so 
afraid of cows ; but she is certainly very shy of 
them herself. She says it is because she was run 
at once, and nearly tossed ; but then why shouldn't 
we be run at too ? 

We forgot all about the cows, however, a few 
minutes after ; for we saw some figures coming 
down the lane, and didn't we run, and scream in 
chorus, then ! And there was such a hugging, 
and kissing, and laughing, and talking! There 
was so much to tell and to ask, that we were back 
at the Great Stowe before we knew it. 

The two Neds were waiting in the yard all 
ready ; and our cloaks and wraps, and little pack- 
ages which we were to carry, were on the table in 
the parlour ; so when papa and mamma had been 
shown over the house, and the dairy, and the 
garden, and the farm-yard, we set off to go to the 
waterfall, by the side of which we were to have 
our picnic. 

That was the most delightful walk we ever 
had in our lives, I think. It was so bright and 
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beautiful, and, as Tita said, everything seemed to 
be laughing. We knew what she meant; the 
sun was shining, and the sky was blue, and the 
leaves were waving, and the birds were singing, 
and the butterflies glancing, and the flowers were 
out all around, and we were full of happiness, 
and that was the secret of it all. I wonder if we 
shall ever feel like it when we are grown up. 
Grown-up people always seem so much graver 
than children. I don't wish to be grown up at all. 

Crossing the river with papa was great fun. 
He took Tita on his back first, and carried her 
over, and then Minnie. Then he took Bessie's 
hand, and made her take great jumps from stone 
to stone, and afterwards me. 

Tita said, — * I like you to carry me over, 
Pappie dear ; you are such a very safe person.' 

There was great work to make the donkey go 
through the river ; he was so obstinate 1 Syd 
pulled, and two-legged Ned pushed, but four- 
legged Ned was sulky, and stood stock still. At 
last papa, who always thinks of the best thing, 
picked a great milk-thistle, and let the donkey 
bite a bit off it ; and then he liked it so much that 
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he Stretched out his neck for more ; but papa 
held it away too far, so he was obliged to make a 
step forward, and then another; still he did not 
get it ; and so papa enticed him across the river, 
by the side of the stepping-stones, just keeping 
the thistle in front of him. Of course he was 
allowed to have it when he got up on the bank 
all properly. Then we got into the wood at last, 
and oh, how glad we were of the shade ! 

We girls sat on the gate which led into the 
wood, all in a row, to rest, and sang our favourite 
song of joy, — 

' We are so very happy, 
We don't know what to do !' 

and Syd drew a picture of us then and there. 

In the lower part of the wood the donkey had 
to be unloaded and tied to a tree, for the way up 
to the waterfall was too steep for him to climb. 
Two-legged Ned was to carry up all the things 
by degrees ; so we left them together, and went 
on, glad enough to be rid of our wraps and 
baskets, and to have only ourselves to drag up. 
We were so eager to show papa and mamma the 
waterfall. 
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* You '11 have such a surprisement, Pappie dear V 
cried Tita. * It's the most wondering thing in 
the world !' 

Tita is rather fond of trying at long words, but 
they don't always come out right. We had a 
great laugh at her the other day, because she 
said that nurse had the 'heretics' when Minnie's 
hair caught fire. She meant hysterics. 

Papa was as delighted with the waterfall as we 
wished him to be. Mamma was in ecstasies. 
She kept on saying, * I call this enchanting!' 

We all sat down under one of the beautiful 
large-leaved trees which hung on each side over 
the water — sycamores, papa said they were — 
they made such a delicious drooping shade ; and 
there we sat and lay, among the moss and ferns 
and flowers, round dear papa and mamma, who 
said they did not know how they should ever 
tear themselves away again from such a lovely 
place. 

Aunt Gommie and Syd and I laid out the dinner 
together, spreading the tablecloth on the grass, 
and, for a wonder, there were no mishaps, except 
that once I nearly fell into the middle of the 
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whole, having stumbled over something, and tried 
to save myself by clutching at the gooseberry tart, 
which was the nearest thing. My thumb went in, 
and that was all the damage done ; and I think 
I was very clever to manage so well. 

We had a very merry, dinner in our laps. 
Aunt Gommie carved, and we waited on papa 
and mamma, and enjoyed it all exceedingly. Just 
as we had done dinner something fell on papa's 
nose and made him start and look up. We all 
looked up into the boughs overhead, and there, 
perched on one of them, was a squirrel, looking 
as perky as could be. 

* I see you, you impudent fellow I' cried Syd. 
* How dare you hit my father^s nose ? You shall 
squeak for it.' 

And in a twinkling he had his jacket off and 
was swarming up the tree. Mr. Squirk was too 
quick for him, though. He leapt on to the bough 
of another tree, and was off like a shot into the 
wood. 

After dinner we amused ourselves by washing 
the spoons and forks, and cups and plates, in the 
waterfall, and then we cleared the dinner away. 
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and sat and lay lazfly in our mossy nooks, listen- 
ing to the plash of the water as it leapt from 
rock to rock« Mamma made us laugh by bring- 
ing out of her pocket her everlasting tatting; 
and papa said, — 

* Fancy tatting by a waterfall !' 

Then we began to sing, all to the tune of the 
waters, our favourite songs; and we sang papa 
to sleep. 

After that came a restless fit of wandering 
through the wood. We made ourselves out to 
be travellers setting forth in search of adventures. 
Aunt Gommie cried after us, * Remember tea I' 

Syd ran back to give her his railway whistle, 
that she might blow it when it was time for us to 
return. She stayed with mamma, and papa came 
with us. 

We did really have an adventure, when we got 
to the other side of the wood. It was very wild 
there, and quite difficult in some places to get 
along among the underwood. All of a sudden, 
in the midst of our laughing and fun, we heard a 
cry, or rather scream, which made us start and 
look at one another, with questioning eyes. 
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* It is in front of us/ said papa, in answer to 
these looks. If it had been behind us we should 
have flown back fast enough, thinking something 
had happened to mamma or Aunt Gommie. 

* There it is again !* cried Syd. 

This time we heard it very clearly, and shriek 
followed shriek quickly. 

* What can it be !' cried Bessie and Minnie 
together, turning very pale. 

* I have no idea/ said papa. ' It is not like a 
child^s cry, either. Stay here, if you like, my dar- 
lings, and Syd and I will go and see.' 

* Oh, no, no ! Don't leave us here. Take us 
with you !* we all begged. 

Still the shrieks went on. Minnie and Tita were 
almost crying, and I felt very queer. I had never 
heard anything like it before. 

* Suppose it should be a goblin ?* asked Tita. 
She meant her goblin — the turkey-cock! and 

set us off laughing. Papa hastened on, with Syd, 
and we followed, in trembling, fearing we knew 
not what. 

Our fear was soon turned into pity. We pushed 
through the bushes, and saw, under a bank, a poor 
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little, dear little brown rabbit, caught by one of 
its legs in a trap. Its struggles were sad to see ; 
and I daresay we frightened it, and made it 
struggle still more to escape. 

* Oh, you poor little misedible pet !' cried Tita ; 
and Minnie sobbed, — 

* Oh, papa, do take it out !' 

I do think our darling papa is the most tender- 
hearted man that ever lived. He cannot bear to 
see anything in pain. He would put himself to 
pain to release any other thing from it, if it were 
in his power ; and so he did now. 

He knelt down, and told Syd to take the poor 
little rabbit fast by the ears, and to keep it from 
struggling, and then he tried to open the spring. 
But it was a rusty old thing ; and I daresay the 
horrid man who put it there to torment God's 
little creatures knew how to undo it without 
hurting hiinself, but papa has no such wicked 
knowledge as that, and he hurt his dear finger 
dreadfully, and made it bleed, before he could let 
out the poor little broken leg. 

He did not mind it even then, but took out his 
big handkerchief to put the little rabbit in, and 
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then I took out mine and tied up his poor finger 
as well as I could. 

We had had enough of adventure for once, 
and were not inclined to wait for Aunt Gommie's 
whistle, so turned to go back to the waterfall. 
First, though, papa dragged up the horrid trap, 
and saying, * This is a cruel thing. Let them kill 
rabbits if they must be killed, but not torment 
them,' — he threw it away into the river below. 
We were glad to hear the splash. Then we set 
off to return. We were not long in reaching the 
waterfall, and were so full of our adventure, tell- 
ing mamma and Aunt Gommie all about it ; and 
mamma was in such a fuss over poor papa's 
finger, bathing it, and saying it must be poulticed 
when he got home, that we forgot all about tea 
till Aunt Gommie set us running about for sticks 
to boil the kettle. Syd filled this from the water- 
fall, going of course to the most dangerous place 
he could find, and having another of his narrow 
escapes of slipping in. We soon built a fireplace 
with stones, and made a splendid fire. The kettle 
boiled quickly, and we were not sorry for our tea, 
after all our excitement. It was beginning to 
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grow cool in the wood, and papa said it was time 
to say goodbye to the waterfall. Two-legged 
Ned, who had been told to come back at seven, 
now appeared, and a busy, bustling packing 
began. Syd said, — 

* I bag one of the baskets for my Bunny/ And 
we half filled it with soft moss, and put in some 
leaves for the poor frightened thing to eat. I 
ought to say that mamma, like a true nurse that 
she is, had bandaged up its poor leg with two 
little splints, and her tatting cotton came of use 
to tie them ; and as we went home she gave Syd 
all sorts of directions about it. 

We were very sorry, all of us, to leave that 
dear wood and waterfall; and more sorry still 
when we got to the Great Stowe, for then we had 
to say goodbye to the best and dearest of papas 
and mammas, and our long bright day of joy was 
a thing of the past. 

But we had all been very happy together ; and 
though it is a thing of the past, it is one of the 
things to look back upon with a grateful and 
happy heart. 



CHAPTER IX. 



*MY property/ 




E used often to take long exploring 
rambles, or rather scrambles, in 
search of pretty places and new 
flowers and ferns. We made no 
account of walls, hedges, or ditches on these 
occasions ; the more the better for us, for it was 
more fun. What nurse would have said to us in 
those days I cannot imagine, for we hardly ever 
came home whole if .we went out so ; and there 
was a certain petticoat of mine which nearly 
drove me wild, for almost every night some of 
the tucks were torn out, and in the morning I had 
to mend it, while the others were playing in the 
farm-yard. Ah, well ! it was lucky, we all owned, 
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that we had only our old things at the Great 
Stowe. It took a great anxiety off our minds. 

One lovely day, when dinner was over, we all 
begged Aunt Gommie to take us for an exploring 
walk. 

* Let us find out some way that we have never 
been before/ begged Bessie. 

* And where there are no cows,' said Tita. 

* Then you can't go/ said Syd. 

We all laughed at this, and Tita too. Syd 
always called her his * cow/ because she was so 
clumsy in climbing and scrambling, and he gener- 
ally had to help her over the hedges and stiles. 
He was educating his * cow,' giving her regular 
lessons every day in jumping and running on the 
moor ; but she still remained a * cow.' 

' When you are improved,' he said to her, ' I 
shall call you my calf/ And every day Tita used 
to ask, after her lesson, ' Am I a calf yet 1:' 

We had great fun in our moor races. Syd took 
the lead, and away we went, over the tumps and 
mounds, and down into the hollows and up the 
sides of the tors. The * cow* always came in last, 
and used to get a scolding from her master, who 
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was very strict with us all in these exercises. 
How hungry we came in after them, to'be sure ! 
Aunt Gommie said it did her heart good to see 
us eat. Tita was astonishing in that way ; she 
made nothing of asking for a fifth or sixth round 
of bread. Mrs. Brown even said that she was 
'wonderful hearty.' That was when, just after 
a good dinner, Tita happened to be in the dairy, 
and Mrs. Brown, with whom she was rather a 
favourite, offered her some bread and cream, and 
Tita, not content with one great slice, asked for 
another. 

Well, I am forgetting our day's adventure. It 
was rather an amusing one. We set off, rambling 
first through the lane, and then turning aside into 
the fields, paddled over the river, then through 
the wilderness, then into a wood, after that 
through a corn-field, and next came a very invit- 
ing-looking meadow, with a kind of ditch brook 
running through it, which looked as if it would 
give us some treasures in the way of flowers. 
Looking over the high wall-hedge which parted 
us from it, we saw clusters of the true forget-me- 
not, large, and so blue ! growing on its bank. 
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* We must get down there/ I cried. * Just 
look!' ^ 

* Here goes !' said Syd ; and with a spring he 
cleared the fence. 

Down we all scrambled ; it was high and very 
diBicult As I was getting down I heard a great 
crack, the sound of which I knew only too well. 
That wretched petticoat again ! and Syd sang out — 

' Little Miss Netticoat, 
In a white petticoat 
Down to her toes !' 

which used to aggravate me so! We were all 
safely landed at last, and eager over our foi^et- 
me-nots and other treasures, groping over the 
ditch, and calling out to each other, — 

* I Ve got a real ragged robin !' 

* Mint, mint I here's some sweet-smelling mint !' 

* Oh 1 these hart s-tongues ! did you ever see 
such beauties ?* 

* Aunt Gommie, what 's this ? I Ve got a new 
flower 1' 

* Aunt Gommie, come here ! The skin 's come 
off my flower!' cried Tita. 

And so on ; when all at once an awful voice, 



A MONTH AT THE GREAT STOWE. 85 

like that of a great rough man, was heard, and 
made us start, by calling out angrily, — 

* What are you doing here ?' 

We all stood up, and to our astonishment be- 
held, not a man, but a woman, dressed like a lady. 
She stood erect in the middle of the meadow, her 
right hand uplifted, with a whip in it, and screamed 
at us, — 

* Who are you ? Do you know that this is my 
property? My property! my property! How 
dare you come into my property ? Be off with 
you instantly, or I '11 make you ! * 

Syd stood and laughed. We were all rather 
frightened, and wondered what would come next. 
Syd said, in a low voice, — 

* Come on, old girl ! Isn't she a tigress ?' 

* Hush I' said Aunt Gommie, who had stood 
amazed. Going a few steps towards the lady of 
property, she said, gently, — 

* I am sorry we have trespassed on your land. 
We did not know these were private grounds.' 

* Of course they are !* screamed the lady of 
property. * You had no business to come here ! 
How dare you break down my fences and trample 
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over my fields? It's my property, I tell you! 
Be off with you directly, or 1 11 prosecute you V 

' She '11 foam at the mouth in a minute/ said 
Syd. * She 's mad, depend upon it/ 

' Come, dears/ said Aunt Gommie to us, * you 
must go back over the hedge/ Then, turning to 
the lady of property, who had advanced a little 
nearer to us, she said to her, — 

' You can hardly be aware that you are speak- 
ing to a lady. Good afternoon !' 

* And bad luck to ye!' muttered Syd, as he 
pushed his * cow* up over the hedge. 

He could not get over the insult at all. 

* If she had only known wAo we were, wouldn't 
she have been ashamed of herself !' said Minnie. 

* There 's no shame in her,' said Syd. 

* It was a man in woman's clothes, / believe,' 
said Bessie. 

After that, she always went by the name of 
* My Property' among us ; and Syd, naughty boy, 
got a bit of chalk, and printed in large letters on 
the green gate that led up to her house, — 

* My property ! Beware ! ' 

When he had done that, he was easier in his 
-mind. 



A MONTH AT THE GREAT STOWE. 87 

In another of our exploring hunts we came 
upon the most lovely place, to which we often 
went aftei-wards. It was a cleft between the 
hills, with a broad stream running through it, 
pushing its way among great boulders, over which 
we delighted to climb. On one side there was a 
grove of trees, under which we sat when we were 
tired, and fanned ourselves with the great ferns 
we found there, while Aunt Gommie told us a 
story. This place we called * the Martyr's Valley.* 
There was a little recess in the high rock which 
sheltered the back of the grove, and this recess 
we called our cave We pretended to be Chris- 
tian martyrs, hiding there from our persecutors. 
Syd used to be a spy, and track us wherever we 
went. Some invisible power prevented him from 
finding out our retreat, but sometimes he caught 
us when we went in search of food, and then he 
dragged us before the heathen emperor, who was 
Aunt Gommie, and he condemned us to be burnt 
alive, or exposed to the wild beasts. Then Syd 
bound us to a tree, and turned into a lion, and 
came ramping and roaring at us on all-fours. 
Our child-martyrs were patterns of patience and 
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meekness; Tita used to clap her hands and 
say, — 

* Come on, lions ! Make haste 1 I 'm so happy 
you Ve going to eat me Y 

And Minnie would call out, triumphantly, — 

* Thank you. Emperor, for letting me be a 
martyr 1' 

Then the Emperor was in such a rage ! 

We used to go on a whole afternoon playing at 
this ; and our shifts, and plans, and escapes were 
endless. We had heard so many martyr stories 
from Aunt Gommie that we knew exactly what 
to do and how to behave. 

* Ah I' she said to us one day, after one of these 
games, * it is all very well to play at being martyrs. 
I wonder how it will be when real trials come to 
your 

I don't know what they are yet, happily. We 
have not had any sorrows yet ; but I suppose 
that the thought that so many good men and 
women, and even children, could suffer torments 
happily, and die for what was right, ought to be 
a help to us when our troubles do come. 



CHAPTER X. 



MABEL. 




H ! I must not forget to tell about 
Mabel, in the history of our doings 
at the Great Stowe. 

Mabel was a pet of ours, and used 
to come and do lessons with us when we were at 
home. She was older than I, but a capital play- 
fellow for us all, for she was as fond of fun as we 
Were, though she did do her hair up in a chignon. 
That chignon ! how Syd did persecute it ! 
Mabel came out to spend a few days with us 
at the Great Stowe. We liked having her with 
us very much, she was always sq kind to us all, 
and never seemed to think anything a trouble; 
and Syd liked having her to tease, because, he 
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said, she was never put out. The first day she 
came, after showing her all there was to be seen 
in the house and out, we went to visit the water- 
fall. She was in raptures with everything, and 
kept on saying, — 

* What a treat this is ! I do love the country 
so ! How nice it is here 1' 

We told her of all our adventures as we went 
along, and she was so taken up with chatter and 
fun that she did not see what Syd was about, the 
monkey! You know those round burs which 
grow on the burdock by the roadside. There 
were plenty of them on the way, and Syd lurked 
behind every now and then to pick some, and pop 
them on Mabel's chignon, where they clung fast, 
by means of their little hooks. He did this so 
deftly that she never once felt it. I happened to 
turn round suddenly, and saw what he was doing. 
He made a quick sign to me to take no notice. 
I was shaking with laughter, and was obliged to 
run off two or three times to have it out. At last 
Mabel said, — 

* Dear me, I think my chignon must be coming 
down, it feels so heavy ;' and up went her hand 

to feel, when — 
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* Oh, I never! It's that wretched boy! Oh, 
won't I pay you out for this I' and then she burst 
out laughing, and flew after Syd, but he was up 
a tree in no time, out of her reach, and throwing 
down more burs upon her hat. We were all in 
screams of laughter, she did look so very funny 
with these burs all over the back of her head, like 
great barnacles. Of course the chignon had to 
come down ; and oh ! the work Mabel had to get 
the burs out of her hair! they stuck and they 
clung with their little hooks, and it was enough to 
have made any one cross, but she was so merry 
all the time I 

* Ah, you had better not come near me I' she 
cried to Syd. * I shall be revenged !' 

True enough, on the way back Aunt Gommie 
was telling us something which took up his atten- 
tion, and when he got home he found that his own 
curly locks were full of burs. We all slily helped 
Mabel to put them there. 

These two carried on a sort of feud all the 
time they were together. Mabel had the most 
intense horror of buzzing and creeping creatures 
of all sorts. But the cockchafers, oh, it was 
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really laughable to see her when one of those 
whizzed by her ; she stuck her fingers in her ears, 
and ran away and screamed. I can*t say we liked 
them either at all, but we got used to them, as 
one does to most things. 

One evening we were coming home over the 
moor; it was one of those lovely soft evenings 
which come after a very hot day in summer. 
The day had been so hot that we had not been 
able to venture out from the shelter of the 
farm buildings until after an early tea, and then 
we set off for a ramble on the moor, where we 
might get a nice fresh breeze and watch the 
sunset. 

The sunsets on these moors were really glo- 
rious. I am not a good one at describing, but 
oh ! the banks of golden and crimson and violet 
clouds, and the gorgeous glow of it all, with the 
dark blue and grey moors underneath, tor be- 
yond tor, stretching out dimly in the distance, 
were very wonderful, and made one feel that the 
beauty of it was beyond any words. 

We were coming home from one of these beau- 
tjful sights, and were talking rather gravely about 
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it, when Mabel, who was walking by Aunt 
Gommie, gave a sudden shriek, and began spin- 
ning round and round, and shaking herself in a 
sort of agony. 

* What is the matter ?' asked Aunt Gommie. 
* Mabel ! are you mad ?' 

* Very nearly !' she shrieked. * Oh ! oh I save 
me from this horrible thing 1' 

* What thing ? * asked Aunt Gommie. 

' I don't know ! I can't tell 1 But it booms and 
fizzes all about me, and I don't know where it is 1' 
She was nearly in hysterics. 
Syd was exploding by my side. 

* What is it ?' I whispered to him. 

He pointed to her back, and I nearly betrayed 
him by screaming with laughter. He had caught 
one of those horrid cockchafers, and tied a bit of 
fine string round it, and then had knotted it on to 
the end of one of the blue streamers which hung 
down over Mabel's jacket behind. The poor 
thing of course fizzed and buzzed tremendously 
in its attempts to get free, and Mabel felt that it 
was somewhere about her, much too near. 

* If you don't keep still, how is it possible for 
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US to find it ?' said Aunt Gommie. * Really, 
Mabel dear, you are too silly! It won't bite you, 
whatever it is/ 

* But perhaps it may sting,* said Syd, gravely. 
* It sounds like a hornet/ 

This set Mabel off again in screeches. 

* Oh, how horrible ! what shall I do ? it w a 
hornet, I believe. Oh, Aunt Gommie, do hit it 
off! it's crawling up my back, I am sure ! Oh, the 
nasty thing!' She put her fingers in her ears, 
that she might not hear the buzzing. Aunt 
Gommie came behind her, and quickly spied the 
cause of Mabel's fit of horrors. She shook her 
finger at Syd, who was looking as innocent as 
you please, and he pretended not to understand, 
and to be so surprised ! 

* Do you want my knife ?' he asked, presenting 
it. * Dear me 1 how dreadful 1' 

* Oh, what is it, what is it ?' cried Mabel. 

* Only this,' said Aunt Gommie, holding the 
cockchafer to her by the string, which she had 
cut from the ribbon with Syd's pocket-knife. 

* Oh, take it away, take it away, please !' she 
exclaimed, shrinking back. * It's that dreadful 
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boy, again. Ah, Syd, sir, you had better take 
care ! I owe you something now 1' 

Syd, however, had a weapon to defend himself 
with, this time. He took possession of the poor 
captive cockchafer on the string, and amused 
himself with popping it at Mabel whenever she 
was near him. We had our share too, and Minnie 
and Tita ran from it as if it had been a mad ox. 
At last Aunt Gommie insisted on the poor thing 
being set free, asking Syd how he would like to 
be dangled in the air by a rope round his waist ? 
to which he replied that he should enjoy no- 
thing better ; it would save the trouble of walk- 
ing. 

* I am only giving him a lesson in gymnastics 1' 
he said ; * but I think he has had enough now/ 

So to bur great relief, and the cockchafer s too, 
I should think, it was set free in the grass. 

* You horrid boyl' said Mabel to Syd, after 
this, when he came by her side, ' go away ! I 'm 
quite afraid of you ! What shall I do to punish 
him for this ?' she whispered to me. 

We put our heads together, and concocted 
something as we went home. Syd came dashing 
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upon us every now and then, to surprise our 
secret. 

* Ha ! you two are at some mischief, I can see !' 
he cried. * Take care of hornets !' 

Once he caught five or six cockchafers and put 
them in his handkerchief, and shook them all out 
over us. How we scampered and shrieked ! One 
dapped right in Mabel's face, and Syd cried out, — 

* Aunt Gommie, your salts, quick ! She *s go- 
ing to faint !* What a tease that boy was, to be 
sure ! He never knew how to rest 

That evening Mabel and I were doing a little 
bit of sewing together up in our room, when we 
heard Aunt Gommie^s step outside. She put her 
head in at our door as she passed. 

'What a wonderful fit of industry!* she said, 
smiling. * Mabel, I am glad you are infecting 
Laura with your love of sewing. They want 
you down in the porch for a game.* 

* We shall be ready directly,' said Mabel, and 
we quickly finished our work. 

At night, just as we were going to sleep, we 
heard a tapping at Aunt Gommie's door, which 
was next to ours. 
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* Who *s there ?* she asked. 

'It's 1/ said a voice, which we knew to be 
Syd's. 

* My dear boy, is anything the matter ?* asked 
Aunt Gommie, opening the door. 

* Just look here!' he exclaimed. 'What has 
happened to my night-shirt ? I can't get my 
hands or my head in !' 

How we laughed in our beds, Mabel and 1 1 
We had sewed up the sleeves and the neck, to 
play him a trick ; that was what we had been so 
industrious about ! We heard Aunt Gommie 
laugh, and say, — 

'This is Some trick. You must expect these 
sort of things if you tie cockchafers on to people s 
streamers. I must get a pair of scissors to un- 
pick it with. Well ! they have taken trouble with 
their sewing. I wish Laura's stitches were always 
as close as these 1' 

The unpicking took some time, as we meant it 
to do. We were very tired, and had just fallen 
sweetly into our first sleep, when Mabel called 
out, in a startled voice, — 

'Laura! Laura! What's that?' 

G 
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I awoke and listened, trembling. There was 
nothing to be heard. 

* You must have been dreaming, Mabel,' I said. 

* No, no; I wasn't. There's something in the 
room. It made a dreadful sound, which woke me, 
— like the hoot of an owl. There it is again !' 

A low, long mournful hoot sounded through 
the room. 

* It is an owl !' I cried. * Oh, Mabel, I 'm so 
frightened 1 I 'm going to jump on to your bed. 
I am afraid to put my feet down. It might peck 
at them, you know/ 

A laugh, which we knew well enough, sounded 
outside the door. It was Syd ! The wretch had 
been hooting through the key-hole. He cried 
out, in a comic voice, — 

' How 's your poor feet ?' And giving a parting 
hoot, ran softly down-stairs, just as Aunt Gommie 
opened her door, to see what was going on. 

* Syd, are you in bed ?' she called out, from the 
top of the stairs. 

' All serene, Aunt Gommie 1' he shouted back. 

* What a monkey it is !' we heard her say, as 
she shut her bedroom door. 

* What an owl, I should say !' said Mabel. 



CHAPTER XL 



HAYMAKING. 




>RS. BROWN, the owner of the 
farm, was a nice old body. We 
liked her very much. She was 
always kind to us, and did not 
seem to think us troublesome, which was a com- 
fort, for I am sure we must have been, sometimes. 
She let us come into her dairy and see how she 
made her butter and cheese, and she showed us 
how she scalded her ' ream,' as she called it, that 
is, the clotted cream, for which this part of the 
world is famous. I believe I should make a very 
good dairymaid ; I know how to milk a cow, for 
Jenny let me try with Dimple, and I can make 
butter, for Mrs. Brown let me make a pat with 
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her one day. Mabel and I took lessons in these 
things, and we think we should like to set up a 
dairy together very much. Mabel says she doesn't 
care about the world and its gaieties, and that she 
would much rather make butter and cheese than 
pl^y croquet and go to balls, and I am of the 
same mind at present, but I don't know whether 
it would last I could not help reminding Mabel 
that dairymaids do not wear chignons, to which 
she replied, — 

* You are very personal, and I don't like you 
at all ! Of course, if I gave up the world, I should 
give up my chignon with it ! My dear, you don't 
know what I am capable of!' 

* It would be a great sacrifice,' said a voice 
behind us. It was Aunt Gommie. 

* Oh, oh ! you have been hearing our nonsense !' 
cried Mabel. * What a shame !' and she ran away 
laughing. 

Syd came in from the farm-yard full of excite- 
ment before tea. 

* They are going to cut the hay to-morrow,' he 
said. *They are getting out the scythes and 
hay-forks ; and there are going to be eight mowers 
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in the great meadow at four o'clock in the morn- 
ing. I hope it will be fine. Won't we have 
fun?* 

* Yes ; won't we ?' said Bessie ; and she, and 
Tita, and Minnie jumped about clapping their 
hands. 

Tita said, * I saw Mrs. Brown making such 
immonstryous pies after dinner !' 

'They were for the men,' said Syd. 'And 
there 's a great cask of cidfer come for them. I 
saw it rolled into the cellar.' 

' Oh, do let us get up very early I' begged 
Minnie. 

* And have our breakfast over quickly, so that 
we may go to the hay-field before it gets very 
hot,' said Bessie. 

* Won't we have fun tossing the hay about ?' I 
said. * There are such splendid forks for it, with 
iron prongs. I saw them in the bam.' 

* No, indeed !' said Aunt Gommie. * You will 
have nothing of the kind. I am not going to 
have your eyes poked out, and your legs pierced 
through with iron prongs ! You will be so good 
as to leave them to the haymakers.' 
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* Then what shall we toss the hay with ?' asked 
Minnie, in a doleful tone. 

* Pull out your face a little longer, Minnie/ said 
Syd. * It's a pity the fairy Abracadabra is not 
here, to take it and roll it up into a ball !* 

We all laughed at this, and Minnie's face came 
back to the right shape again. 

* 1 11 tell you what,' said Syd, * 1 11 go into the 
little wood opposite, and cut you each a nice fork 
out of the nut-bushes. Mabel, are you too big to 
make hay ?' 

*I should rather think not!' she answered, 
scornily. 

* There ! don't be so proud ! Look how her 
chignon is swelling!' said Syd. 

* Will you be quiet !' cried Mabel. * You are 
like those little midges, that are the torment of 
my life ! ' 

* Or a hornet,' suggested Bessie. 

* Or an owl!' I put in. 

' Yes 1' said Mabel, laughing. * Ah, Mr; Owl, 
there is something owing to you I' 

* It is owing to me,' returned Syd, calmly, 
* that you were not kept awake by the mice last 
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night. They are such a nuisance in these old 
houses !^ 

* Owls eat mice, don't they ?' asked Minnie. 

* Yes/ said Syd ; * and so, of course, when the 
mice hear the owls hoot, they are frightened.* 

* And squeak !' said Mabel, laughing. 

After tea, we paid our usual visit to the cow- 
sheds, to see the milking, and then Aunt Gommie 
said Mabel and I might go with Syd to the wood, 
to choose our hay-forks. 

This wood was great fun ; it was full of nut- 
trees, with plenty of brambles intermixed, and 
quantities of honeysuckle running wild, and cover- 
ing whole bushes with flower, all so matted toge- 
ther that we had to force our way through. 
There were a great many birds there, and wood- 
doves, which cooed to one another; and Mabel 
said it made her feel quite poetical. 

* Quite how much ?' asked Syd. * Practical, 
did you say V 

* You old tease!' said Mabel, 'all you think 
of is practical jokes 1 I said poetical^ if you wish 
to know/ 

* Oh 1 ah ! that is quite another thing,' said Syd. 
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* How many yards of poetry do you make 
a-day ?' 

* Do you want to have your ears boxed, sir ?' 
returned Mabel. 

* Well, but do just give us an idea ?' persisted 
Syd. 

* As many yards as you make of sensible talk,' 
she answered. 

* Ah, exactly. Now I know. Ha ! there 's 
one of my brethren !' cried Syd, as an owrs hoot 
was heard in the distance. * Now, I '11 answer 
him, and he will answer me. You 11 see.'' 

He put his hand up to his mouth, and made a 
hoot exactly like the one we had just heard. The 
owl hooted back, and flew nearer, and Syd re- 
plied again. Again and again the bird answered 
him, flying nearer each time, till it settled in a 
tree close to us. 

* Keep still behind this bush,' Syd whispered. 

* Oh, if I could only catch him ! What a beauty ! 
he 's all white. Hush !' 

I could not quite see how Syd was going to do 
it; but we crouched down and hushed, and he 
made another low hoot ; and the white owl flut- 
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tered down towards the sound, and Syd, quick as 
lightning, sprang up and threw his handkerchief 
over its head, and caught it. It struggled tre- 
mendously. 

* Quick, give me your petticoat, Lol !^ cried Syd. 

* It will be of use for once!' said Mabel, as she 
helped me to get it off. 

The white owl (it was a fine big one) was 
rolled up in it, and looked like a baby, as Syd 
carried it home. The hay-forks had been quite 
forgotten. 

* What have you got there ? ' asked Aunt 
Gommie, meeting us in the porch. 

* A relation of Syd's,' said Mabel, laughing. 

* Take care, he 's rather a fierce one,' said Syd. 
* Is there a cage or a hencoop anywhere, I won- 
der ?' 

" There 's a wooden hencoop in the cow-shed,' 
said I, * but — ^ 

* But what ? I know !' said Syd ; * you 're 
afraid to go there in the dusk ; afraid there will 
be a ghost of a cow, or of a milking-pail !' 

* Well, I don't like it,' I said ; * no more would 
Mabel, to go alone.' 
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* Can^t you and Mabel go together ?' asked 
Syd. * What things girls are !' 

* Come, I will go with you/ said Aunt Gommie. 
So we three went into the cow-shed ; and just 

as we had got hold of the hencoop, in the dim 
light, we heard a rustling in the straw at the 
other end of the shed. Away ran Mabel, shriek- 
ing, and I behaved no better; and when Aunt 
Gommie came out with the hencoop, she said, — 

* Well, I am much obliged to you for leaving 
me to be killed !' 

What do you think it was, after all ? We 
found out the next morning. Only one of the 
hens, with a little brood of tiny chicks ! She had 
chosen that dark corner for safety, and was 
frightened by us! She brought out her pretty 
little ones the next day into the farm-yard, and 
Tita was enchanted with * the baby chickens,' as 
she called them. But she was perfectly fasci- 
nated by the huge white owl. The two stood 
staring at each other with great eyes for ever so 
long; and when the owl moved, Tita ran away 
into the house. It was Goblin number two for 
her. We did not go so very early to the hay-field 
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after all, the next morning ; the owl and the new 
chicks occupied us, and our hay-forks were not 
ready. Syd went and cut them for us after break- 
fast, when he had fed his owl and his rabbit 

Aunt Gommie sent us into the hay-field about 
nine o'clock, promising to come to us by-and-by 
with our dinner, which we were to eat under the 
hedge. About twelve she came out to us, with 
Jenny, who carried the dinner. Aunt Gommie 
held up something to us as she came into the 
field, and we could see it was a letter. Ah, and 
who should it be from, but dear old Alice! A 
letter to us all ! This was it, — 

* My darling Laura and Co., — Very many thanks for the 
famous budget of letters which I got from you all this morn- 
ing. Your accounts of life in the country have made me quite 
restless, and have given me a longing and craving to be with 
you all. Of course I am happy, and enjoying myself in a way, 
but no cousins make up for one's own brothers and sisters. 
We have fun, but not your sort of fun, for you seem to be 
living at Liberty Hall, and this is Propriety Hall. To tear a 
petticoat, much less climb a hedge, would be a shocking 
offence here ! We play at croquet on the lawn, and have 
archery, and drive out to pay visits, and have to dress for late 
dinner, and play bizique in the evening, and so on, when I 



io8 SUNNY days; OR 

would much rather, in my secret heart, be running wild with 
you all, my darlings, and joining in your fun ! Charlie is just 
such another pickle as Syd ; that is, he would be if he dared, 
but I should like to see him stick burs on a lady's chignon ! 
How is the little cow I has she grown into a calf yet I How 
can Minnie bear to sleep with herl doesn't she dream of 
being " homed" every night? Helen is jerking my arm ; she 
says I hjLve already written too long a letter, and she is jea- 
lous. A good joke that! Give my extremest love to dear 
Aunt Gommie, and say I wish I was under her wing with the 
other chicks at the Great Stowe. And mind you tell me all 
about everything, — the cats, and the donkey, and the cows, 
and the goblins, and all your funs. I was quite mad not to 
have been at your picnic. Oh dear ! Oh dear ! Home, sweet 
home I there 's no place like home ! The longer I live, the 
more I think so. I am longing to be with you all again. I 
don't like Dr. Grey, for sending me away. I '11 pay him out 
some day, by being quite well I So good-byp, and lots of love 
to my sweet Lolly, my Bessie, my Minnie, my Tita, my Syd, 
and my Mabel, from their loving Alice.' 

* Dear old Alice! she 's always the same,' said I. 

* I wish she was here, I do !' said Minnie. 

* Yes,' said Bessie. * I know what she will be 
always saying when she hears us talk of this place, 
—'' Oh, I wish / had been there ! " ' 

* Poor Alice 1' said Mabel, laughing. * Fancy 
her at Propriety Hall, dressing for late dinners 
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these lovely evenings, while we are scampering 
over the moors! I should feel very mad, if I 
were her/ 

' We are not ourselves without Alice,' said 
Tita, in her quaint way. 

* I am sorry to hear that,' said Syd. * I always 
thought I was myself till now T 

* I know what I mean,' said Tita. 

So did we, really. She expressed in her odd 
way what we all felt, that we were not complete 
without our Alice. One link in the chain was 
wanting. Papa used to call us * six silly maidens, 
all in a row ;' and Alice was at the head of the row. 

* Well,' said Aunt Gommie, ' are you ready for 
your dinner ?' 

That we all were. We had been so hard at 
work, tossing the hay about the field and all over 
one another. The farmer said we might toss 
it as much as we liked that first day. 

Jenny had brought a basket full of meat pasties 
and a great jar of milk, and some cherries ; and 
we had dinner in a shady corner of the field, 
under a wide-spreading oak. One of the long 
straggling boughs of this oak nearly touched the 
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ground, and we made a capital swing of it after 
dinner. It was too hot to play then in the open 
field. Aunt Gommie had brought out her work, 
and one by one we all dropped round her, tired 
and laz}\ 

• Oh, do teU us a Tad ! Aunt Gommie !' was 
the cr)\ 

• Oh, yes, do ? ' Do ^ ' Do P echoed all round. 

• Let me see,' said she. 

• As the blind man said,' whispered Syd to 
Mabel, who frowned back at him, and answered, 
• Rude boy T 

• You know that mysterious cupboard in the 
panelling over the kitchen door?* said Aunt 
Gommie. 

' Yes ! yes !' we answered. 

' I II tell you a " Tad*" about that,' she said. 

' Let it be very dreadful !' said Tita. 



CHAPTER XII. 



THE SECRET CUPBOARD. 




►ELL/ said Aunt Gommie, — 

**Once upon a time, a great 
many years ago, in the time of 
the civil wars, there lived in the 
Great Stowe an old gentleman of the name of 
Beverley. He was a very venerable- looking 
old man, with silvery hair and many wrinkles on 
his brow. He had seen a great deal of trouble 
and sorrow. Both his sons had been slain in the 
wars, fighting for their king; his beloved wife 
had died of grief not long after, and he would 
have prayed to follow her had it not been for his 
three young daughters, who had no one else to 
care for them in the world. These three maidens. 
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of whom the eldest was only just seventeen, lived 
at the Great Stowe with their father, and cheered 
his saddened life with their bright mirthful ways. 
Mistress Blanche, the eldest, was just like her 
name, pale and fair, and, like a lily, tall and slight, 
with wavy golden hair, which looked as if the sun 
were always shining on it, and deep violet eyes. 
She was very quiet, and moved- and spoke gently, 
unlike the bright high-spirited Mistress Rose, who 
was the life of the whole party, with her gay 
smile and her merry laugh, and sparkling brown 
eyes and chattering tongue, for which last she 
had got the name of * Pie,' meaning magpie, 
which is the most talkative of birds. Mistress 
Cecily, the youngest of the three, who was only 
nine years old, was a bright little soul, rather self- 
willed, and somewhat spoilt, especially by her 
father, who, however, had an idea that he was 
very strict with his children. But Cecily's roguish 
ways were too much for him, and he did not 
always look grave when he might have done so. 

"In those days the Great Stowe was even more 
lonely than it is now. There was only the mill 
and the farm buildings, and the two or three cots 
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in which the farming men lived, and the little 
old church close by. There was a great deal 
more wood round it, and the only road to it was 
a very rough narrow lane, leading to the back of 
the house. 

"One wild stormy winters night, about nine 
o'clock, the two elder maidens were sitting in the 
little oak parlour, busily plying their needles, 
while their father dozed and nodded in his high- 
backed arm-chair over the fire. Cecily had been 
sent to bed two hours before, and now bright 
Rose was yawning, and saying, — 

" * Let us put these old kirtles by for to-night — 
time enough to finish them to-morrow. My eyes 
cannot abide the dull light of this lamp.' 

" ' Say riather your fingers cannot abide the dull 
feel of the needle,' said Blanche, smiling, for she 
knew that her lively little sister hated work above 
all things. 

" ' Nay, then, I '11 not gainsay you,' returned 
Rose, gaily. * 'Tis mighty dull, you must allow, 
this winter-time, doing nought but stitch, stitch, 
stitch, all day. I had far rather help old Joan to 
clean out her milk- pans, and even to milk the 

H 
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COWS, than lead such a sleepy life. I wish some- 
thing would happen — something stirring. We 
see and hear nought here, in this lonely out-of- 
the-way place/ 

" Blanche sighed gently as she answered, — 

** * I cannot say that I feel as you do. I would 
rather be quiet. Each time that anything stirring 
has come to us of late, it has been only a thing 
of sorrow.' 

** She was thinking of the sudden tidings brought 
to the Great Stowe, first of the death of one 
brother, then of the mortal wound of the other, 
and lastly, his coming home to die. 

" Rose knew what she meant, and was silent. 
The storm howled without, the wind rattled the 
leaden casement, and the sleet beat upon the 
panes. 

" * 'Tis a wild night !' said Blanche, presently. 
' I trust there are no poor wanderers out on the 
moor in this storm.' 

" * Is that Bayard barking ? said Rose, sud- 
denly. ' Yes ; I am sure it is ! and how furiously 
he is barking too ! Something must be the matter. 
Oh, Blanche ! I feel frightened. Papa I' 
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" * Hush ! don't startle him, dear/ said Blanche, 
as her father opened his eyes, and said, sleepily, — 
" ' Did my little Pie speak ? 
** * Do you hear Bayard, papa ? asked Blanche. 

* He seems very restless/ 

" * Yes, I do hear him,' replied her father. 

* There must be somebody about the place. Call 
to Joan, and let her send Roger out to see/ 

" Roger, the serving man, was Joan's son, and a 
sort of jack-of-all-trades at the Great Stowe. 

'* Rose, much Excited, ran out to the kitchen, 
calling, — 

" ' Joan! Joan ! Where's the lazy varlet, Roger? 
Why is not he here when he is wanted ? And 
what can be the matter with Bayard ? Thieves, 
no doubt, lurking about. And the door open too 1 
Joan, how can you T 

" She stopped short in the middle of her speech, 
as she caught sight of a strange gentleman, stand- 
ing on the threshold of the kitchen entrance from 
the farm-yard. He was a noble gentleman, as 
might be plainly seen by his countenance and his 
clothing, which was, however, splashed and be- 
dabbled with mud, as if he had ridden hard. His 
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horse's bridle hung over his arm, and the poor 
spent beast stood panting beside him, with steam- 
ing flank and drooping head. Joan was parleying 
with him, with her back to Rose, who stood for 
an instant, and then darted back to tell Blanche 
and her father of this strange arrival. 

" * He has long curly locks and a princely face, 
— oh, so handsome! and he looks sore bestead, 
father. Perhaps he seeks a refuge.' 

" * I will out and see,' said Mr. Beverley. * He 
is one of the king's servants, doubtless, and as 
such, is welcome under my roof ^ 

** He hastened out, and soon returned with the 
new-comer, whom he named to the maidens as the 
Lord Falconer, one of the most devoted in the 
service of the King. 

" * These are my daughters,' he said, turning to 
his visitor. * They are to be trusted.' 

** * I am hotly pursued by the rebel Roundheads,' 
said Lord Falconer, looking round him anxiously. 
' I vaulted over a hedge at a turning of the road, 
and got into this lane by a short cut, but I fear 
me they will be here ere long. Have you any 
place where I might safely hide, in your barn or 
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elsewhere ? I spent last night on the top of a 
hayrick, and very comfortable it was!' and the 
young nobleman laughed a merry laugh, which 
was echoed by the smiles of Rose and Blanche. 

" * There is no time to be lost,' said Mr. Bever- 
ley. * What would be the safest place, I wonder ?' 

" * The cellar,' said Rose; * or the oven, maybe.' 

" ' They will be sure to look in every place 
which has a visible door to it,' said Lord Falconer. 
' They are too sharp, the rascals !' 

" * I know !' said Blanche, quietly. She had not 
spoken before. ' The secret cupboard in the 
kitchen !' 

" ' Of course,' said Mr. Beverley ; ' the very 
thing ! Blanche always has her wits about her at 
the right time. That cupboard had gone clean 
out of my mind.' 

" * Is Joan to know ?' asked Blanche. * If not, 
we must get her out of the way.' 

" ' She has taken Lord Falconer's horse to the 
stables to give him food, Roger being out,' said 
her father. * It were safer to keep her in igno- 
rance, methinks.' 

" ' Let us haste then, ere she comes back,' said 
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Blanche, eagerly. But she blushed deeply the 
moment she had spoken. 

" * The sooner the better/ said the young noble- 
man. * Fair maiden, will you show the way to 
this safe hiding-place ?^ 

" Mr. Beverley took the lamp, and went before 
into the kitchen, followed by Blanche and Rose 
and Lord Falconer. There he took care to bolt 
the outer door, to prevent Joan^s suddenly com- 
ing in upon them, and meanwhile Blanche pointed 
out to the young lord the panel above the other 
door, which looked just like all the rest of the 
panels round the top of the kitchen. No one 
would have found out that there was a place to 
hide in there, unless they had compared the height 
of the kitchen with that of the room next to it. 
Then it would have been seen that the next room 
was lower than the kitchen, and that there was a 
space between it and the chamber above. 

"' How am I to get up there?* asked Lord 
Falconer, in some dismay ; * and how is it to be 
opened ? ' 

** * There is the short ladder in the cellar,^ said 
Rose, opening a door on the other side of the 
kitchen. * Father, can you lift it out }' 
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" * Yes, child. Hold the lamp here/ said her 
father. 

"He quickly came out, carrying a short ladder, 
which he placed just under the secret panel. 

" * Let me undo the spring. I know exactly 
where it is,' said Blanche. She ran lightly up 
the ladder, and pressed her forefinger on the edge 
of the panel, and immediately a square door flew 
open, the size of the panel, and large enough for 
a man to creep through easily. 

" At this moment a loud and violent knocking 
was heard at the front entrance of the house. 
Blanche sprang off the ladder as if she had been 
shot. 

" * Up with you !' exclaimed Mr. Beverley, in 
great agitation; and Lord Falconer lost not a 
moment in obeying. He was in his hiding-place 
in an instant 

" * Here !' exclaimed Blanche, springing up after 
him with a loaf and a cheese which she had seized 
off the kitchen table, where Joan had placed it 
for her own supper and Roger's. * You will be 
starved else !' 

" * Thanks, gentle maiden, it will be right wel- 
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come/ said Lord Falconer, taking it from her ; 
* I have not broken my fast to-day/ 

" * You had best draw up the ladder in with 
you/ said Mr. Beverley. * Quick, and close the 
door ! What a racket those rebels are making ! 
They shall wait yet a while, though.' 

" Another knock was heard now at the kitchen 
door, which opened on the farmyard. 

" * That is Joan/ whispered Rose. 

' " I will let her in,' said Mr. Beverley. * Go 
to bed at once, my daughters. Take up no light, 
and be perfectly quiet.' 

** Blanche and Rose tremblingly obeyed. They 
knew their father too well to dispute the point 
with him, though both were quaking with fear 
lest the rough men should ill-treat him. They 
remained listening, with beating hearts, with the 
door of their room a little ajar. 

" Mr. Beverley let in Joan, and sent her likewise 
to bed in darkjiess, bidding her take no heed of 
any noise she might hear, and tell no tales to any 
one she might see. Meanwhile the knocking 
went on, and became more furious, mingled with 
angry words, and threats of breaking the doors 
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open. This would have been no easy matter 
though, for the outer doors were just as you see 
them now, studded all over with great iron nail- 
heads, and of hard oak, three inches in thickness. 
However, when the impatient Roundheads had 
raged for some little time longer, Mr. Beverley 
put his head out of an upper window. 

" * What do ye there, knocking up quiet folk in 
the night, with all this ado f he called out, angrily. 

"*Let us in! let us in!^ was the answer. 
* We are in search of a traitor.^ 

" * I harbour no traitors in my house,^ returned 
Mr. Beverley. * Go your way and look for trai- 
tors in more likely places, and leave quiet folk in 
peace.^ 

" * We must and will come in,' answered the 
leader of the band, * to satisfy ourselves, at all 
events. If he be not in the house, he is lurking 
about the place.^ 

" * I have no wish or power to hinder you,^ said 
Mr. Beverley. ' Ye are welcome to search my 
premises, but the permission to do so might have 
been asked more civilly.' 

" He went down and let them in. Blanche and 
Rose trembled as they heard the tramp of ten or 
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twelve great rough men along the stone passage, 
their swords clanking as they went, and their loud 
coarse voices sounding through the still house. 
They searched carefully, followed by Mr. Beverley, 
every room, cupboard, and comer ; the dairy, the 
cellar, and even the oven was peeped into ; and 
the prisoner, from his perch over the kitchen 
door, well-nigh laughed to himself as* he heard 
their expressions of vexation at not finding him. 
After a thorough search below they began to 
ascend the stairs. 

" * Quick, into bed, Rose !' whispered Blanche, 
closing the door softly, and then springing in after 
her sister. 

" * That is my daughters' sleeping-room, dis- 
turb them not, I pray. They are a-bed,' said 
Mr. Beverley. 

** The leader rudely pushed past him, and looked 
in ; then, seeing the pale terrified faces between 
the sheets, he burst into a loud laugh, which 
woke little Cecily, who slept in a small bed 
beside Blanche. She started, with a frightened 
look, and then, seeing the soldier at the door, she 
sat up in bed, and angrily drawing herself up, she 
said, in an indignant tone, — 
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" * Sir, this is our bedroom. Don't you know 
that it is polite to knock at the door ?' 

" * Faith, we Ve been polite enough to-night 
then,' returned the soldier, with another laugh. 
* Now, little one, you have your wits about you, 
I perceive. Tell me where the gentleman is who 
came here to-night, and Fll give you a golden 
guinea/ 

" * No gentleman has been here to-night,' said 
Cecily, * for you are certainly not one, and there 
has been no one else ; and I would not take your 
golden guinea if there had been 1' 

' " Hush, hush, Cecily, not so free with your 
sauce r said her father, whom she now saw behind 
the soldier. 

" * There is nought here but a pert tongue,' 
said the man, turning on his heel, after a keen 
glance round the room. He went out, banging 
the door after him. His companions had been 
searching the rest of the house meantime, and had 
nearly frightened old Joan out of her wits, but 
they got nothing from her. She flatly denied 
all knowledge of a visitor in the house. They 
then took lights out, and examined the farm 
buildings, and Mr. Beverley hoped that he should 
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now be rid of his unpleasant visitors ; but by-and- 
bye they came back, followed by Roger, who was 
in a state of stupid surprise, and saying that it was 
too dark to pursue the search over the moors that 
night, signified their intention of spending it in 
the kitchen, and having a good supper there. 

" Mr. Beverley, though greatly vexed, felt that 
he could not resist them, and that it was wisest 
to be civil to them, so he said, — 

** * The larder is at your service, and you will 
find plenty of cider in the cellar. Roger will 
attend to you. I will wish you good-night.' 

" He took good care to bolt and lock the heavy 
oaken door which shut off the kitchen from the 
rest of the house, and then went up to his room, 
looking in upon his daughters by the way, to tell 
them that they need be under no further alarm. 
He did not go to rest, however, he stayed up 
watching, in great anxiety, lest the soldiers below 
should become riotous. 

** They were too tired to be disposed for that ; 
after making a hearty supper, they seated them- 
selves round the ffre, and began smoking. Roger, 
who had received a whispered order from his 
master not to leave them, stretched himself upon 



A MONTH AT THE GREAT STOWE. I 25 

the settle, making wry faces at the clouds of smoke 
which soon filled the kitchen, and wondering how 
Joan would approve of this free use of her larder 
and premises. The storm raged without, and the 
men smoked silently on, only now and then ex- 
changing a remark, and one by one, as the fire 
died down, they wrapped themselves in their 
cloaks, and lay down on the rush-strewn floor to 
sleep. 

" Roger watched them all night, lying on the 
wooden settle at the end of the kitchen ; and 
right glad was he when the bright morning sun- 
shine streamed in on the sleepers, and roused 
them to depart. They were soon in the cow- 
sheds, bringing forth their horses, and before the 
house was stirring, they were off again in search 
of their prey. 

"He, meanwhile, slept soundly in his safe 
retreat. He was so worn out with his two days' 
hard riding that he could not refrain from sleep 
any longer, though he knew that his pursuers 
were close to him. He fell asleep while they sat 
quietly smoking round the fire, and was only 
wakened by the tapping of a stick on the door 
of his prison. He opened it, and saw Mistress 
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Blanche, looking even fairer and paler than the 
night before, standing below, with smiling Rose 
beside her, bidding him come out and refresh 
himself with some breakfast. His ladder was 
quickly put down, and he descended from the 
secret cupboard. 

** * Thanks, fair Mistress Blanche, for my bed- 
room and supper,* he said. ' Never have I been 
more grateful for either in the whole of my life. I 
shall always look upon you as my preserver.' 

** Blanche was no longer pale Blanche now ; 
blushes of pleasure reddened her cheeks as she led 
the way to the. breakfast-room, where her father 
awaited them, and where Mistress Cecily felt 
quite sure that she now beheld a gentleman 
visitor. 

" You will be glad to hear that Lord Falconer 
escaped safely from his enemies ; and when the 
wars were over, he paid another visit to the Great 
Stowe. 

" This time it was to ask fair Mistress Blanche 
to be his wife ; and I need hardly tell you that 
she did not say him nay, or that Rose and Cecily 
were her bride-maidens.'' 



CHAPTER XIII. 



TITA S UNCLE. 




^E were all delighted with Aunt 
Gommie's Tad; and Syd insisted 
on paying a special visit to the 
secret cupboard, with what he de- 
clared to be * the identical ladder/ when we got 
home. To tell the truth, we all climbed up, and 
got in, and rampaged about in that queer dark 
place, between the floor and the ceiling, till even 
Mrs. Brown was frightened, and declared we 
should come through. And when we came out, 
what a pickle we were in may be imagined by 
the fact that nobody had ever been in there since 
Lord Falconer's visit (so we believed) two hun- 
dred years ago 1 It smelt so musty and horrid ; 
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and of course we were all covered with mould 
when we came out, and really, for once, afraid to 
show ourselves to Aunt Gommie. Syd had torn 
a great three-cornered patch out of the knee of 
his trousers with some old nail or splinter; he 
told Aunt Gommie it was the remains of one of 
Lord Falconer's spurs, and made her faugh, which 
was a lucky hit of his. She couldn't be angry 
then. But it took her a long time to darn. 

We had rather a melancholy adventure the last 
week of our stay at the Great Stowe. Syd's * cow' 
was taking her morning lesson, before breakfast, in 
jumping from some steps in the yard, when she 
fell over a stick which her master was making her 
jump at, and caught her foot under her, falling 
upon it. There was a great cry of pain, and Syd 
caught her up and carried her in to Aunt Gommie, 
who pulled off the shoe and sock, and saw that 
Tita had severely sprained her ankle. 

Here was a bad business! When the doctor 
came he said she must not put it to the ground, 
but must lie up for days to rest it. 

* My poor sick uncle!' she said, sorrowfully; and 
she always called it her * sick uncle.' One day 
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she said the other ankle was her ' aunt -/ and she 
made up funny conversations between the two to 
amuse herself. 

It was very dull for poor Tita at this time, but 
she bore it exceedingly well. Her chief grief 
was that she should never be a ca// now. We 
all stayed with her in turn, and sometimes alto- 
gether, as she lay on her little bed, which was 
moved for her into the porch on these hot sum- 
mer days. We had to give up our excursions 
until she was well enough to ride out with us on 
the donkey, and then we had one more delightful 
picnic with our darling papa and mamma, who 
came out to us again. Papa carried Tita all the 
way up to the waterfall, to take a parting look at it. 

During her stay on her bed Tita's one great 
delight was her doll, who went by the name of 
* Irene DoUabella,' and with whom she made 
endless plays. That evening of the picnic, after 
dear papa and mamma had left us to return home, 
Tita took up Irene DoUabella, and kissed her, 
saying to her, in a most touching voice, — 

' My dear little one, you are now an orphan ! 
You have no papa and mamma !' 

I 
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Syd and I went part of the way up the lane 
with papa and mamma that evening on their way 
home, It was so lovely as we came back; the 
moon was out and the stars shining softly, and 
the glow-worms spotting the hedges. Syd caught 
some of them, and showed them to Tita when we 
came in. She asked, — 

* Did they drop out of the sky ?* 

Our last evening on the moor was a very happy 
and yet a sad one. We took out our tea to a 
clitteTy or mass of rocks, on the edge of the moor. 
Tita rode on the donkey, and we had great fun ; 
but we watched the sun as it went down with 
tearful eyes, for we knew we should not see it set 
so gloriously on those brown moors any more. 

The next morning we went round the house 
and farm-yard, saying good-bye to everything, to 
the barn where we had so often played, to the 
cow-sheds, the hay-lofts, the fowl-house, the calves, 
the pigs, the ducks, the geese, the chickens, the 
goblin, and to every room and corner ; then to the 
gardens, the orchards, the mill-stream, the river, 
and the little wood in front. Syd took his owl 
and rabbit, and set them free there, which was 
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perhaps the best thing that he had ever done. 
He was very unwilling to part with them, but we 
all thought it was kinder, for the poor things 
would have been miserable to be always shut up 
in our little town garden. But he took a bottle 
full of his precious newts and tadpoles home. 

It was rather a dismal morning. Minnie's face 
was longer than usual, and Bessie actually cried. 
We were so sorry to go ! 

Well, nevertheless, we all agreed, going home, 
that we had much to be thankful for, and to 
remember with glad hearts ; and there is always 
the hope to look forward to of some such pleasant 
days again. And, besides, as Aunt Gommie says, 
life cannot be all playtime ! 
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McCoNNELL, with Verses by Thomas Hood. Coloured Plates, 4to, 
j>rice 2s. 6d,, fancy boards. 
"LucUerooM and amwiDg.**—IOu»trated Times. 
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piece. Price 28, cloth, 28, 6rf. gilt edges. 
Dicky Birds. Third Edition. With Frontispiece. Price 6rf. 
My Pretty Puss, with Frontispiece. Price 6A 

The Adventures of a Butterfly. From the French of 

p. J. Stabl. Seven Engravings. Price 8rf. 

The Hare that Found his Way Home. From the French 

of p. J. Stahl. With Frontispiece. Price 6rf. 



1 2 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS 

•^~- • *- 

PLAYS FOR PRIVATE REPRESENTATION. 

Footprints in Sand, 

A Little Comedy. By R M. P. Price U. 

Fuss Spuren von Sande (German Version). 

Price Is. 

Lady Cooks, 

In English and Gennan. By E. M. P. Price U, 

CHARLES BENNETT'S LAST WORK. 

Lightsome and the Little Golden Lady. 

Written and Illustrated by C. H. Bennett. Twenty-four Engravings. 
Fcap. 4to., price 38. 6d, plain; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

** The work of a man who if sure to put some touch of a peculiar geniiis into whateTer 
he doe8.">.Pa// Matt Gazette. 

** There if rare fun for the little ones, and there is genius in the taa.**—NonconJbnni»i. 



I 



Caslmir, the Little Exile. 

By Caboline Peachet. With Blastrations by C. Stanton. Post 

Svo., price 4«. 6(f. ; gilt edges 5«. 

** The tone of * Casimir ' is healthy, and the story will be found no less beneficial than 
interesting." — AOimuBuaik. 

Nursery Times; 

Or, Stories about the Little Ones. By an Old Nurse. Illustrated by 
J. Lawson. Price d«. 6d plain ; 4«. 6(/. coloured, gilt edges. 

Animals and Birds ; 

Sketches from Nature by Harrison Weir, for the use of the Toung 
Aitist. Royal 4to., publishing in parts, price Is. each. 

%* Parts L and IL now ready. 

Helen in Switzerland. 

By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. With Illustrations by E. Whtmpbb. 
Super-royal 16nio, price 3«. 6(f. plain; 4«. 6(f. coloured, gilt edges. 

** A pleasant variety of local legend and history, mingled with the incidents of travel." 
—The Spectator. 

Echoes ofan Old Bell; 

And other Tales of Fairy Lore, by the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Illustrations by F. W. Ketl. Price Ss. 6d. plain; 4s. 6d. coloured, 

gilt edges. 

** A delightM book of well-conceived and elegantly-written fairy tales.'*— Xitoroty 
Ckurch$nan. 

The Surprising Adventures of the Clumsy Boy 

CBUSOE. By Charles H. Boss. With Twenty-three Coloured 
IIJastratiouB, Imperial Svo, ptice ^. fancy cover. 
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Infant Amusements ; 



Or, How to Make a Nursery Happy. With Hints to Parents and 

Nurses on the Moral and Physical Training of Children. By W. H. G. 

Kingston. Post 8yo, price 3«. 6d. 

** We urge parents most strongly to obt^n this book forthwith ; we know of no book 
that can eomMre with it in practical value. Each chapter is worth the price of the 
bodk,**^OurTirei(de. 

Featherland; 

Or, How the Birds lived at Greenlawn. By G. W. Fbnn. Illus- 
trations by F. W. Ketl. Price 28. 6(L plain, 3s. 6£f. coloured, gilt edges. 

" A delightful book for children. There is no story, but the happiest perception of 
childish eo^oyment is contained in fisncifiil sketches of bird-Mo.**— Exatniner, 

The Australian Babes in the Wood ; 

A True Story told in Rhyme for the Young. With Illustrations 
by Hugh Cameron, A.R.S.A.; J. MgWhibter; Geo. Hat; J. 
IIawson, &c. Is. ^d. boards; cloth, gilt edges, 2^. 

Taking Tales for Cottage Homes ; 

in Plain Language and Large Type. In Twelve Parts, each 
containing Sixty-four pages, and several Engravings. 4d. each. 
Complete in Four Volumes, cloth, l^ . 6d., or 2 vols, extra cloth, Ss. Bd, 
each. 

1. The Miller of Hillbrook: aBuralTale. 

2. Tom Trueman; a Sailor in a Merchantman. 

3. Michael Hale and his Family in Canada. 

4. John Armstrong, the Soldier. 

5. Joseph Budge, tiie Australian Shepherd. 

6. Life underground; or, Dick the Colliery Boy. 
7.. Life on the Coast; or, the Little Fisher Girl. 

8. Adventures of Two Orphans in London. 

9. Early Days on Board a Man-of-War. 

10. Walter the Foundling: a Tale of Olden Times. 

11. The Tenants of Sunnyside Farm. 

12. Holm wood; or, the New Zealand Settler. 

. " The terse Saxon terms employed are level to the capacity of the humblest."— iSa^^gwi 
School Magazine. 
** Written in a dear and sensible style."— GuoreKon. 

Trottie's Story Book; 

True Tales in Short Words and Large Type. Third Edition. Eight 
Illustrations by Wbib. Price 2s. 6d. plain, 38. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Tiny Stories for Tiny Readers in Tiny Words. 

With Twelve Illustrations by Harrison Wbib. Fourth edition. 
Price 2«. €c/. plain, 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
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Early Days of English Princes; 

By Mn. Rjjbskll Ghat, niastnukms by John Eraxklih. New 
and Enlarged Edition. Saper-ioyal IGmo., price 3«. 6d plain, 49. Bd, 
coloured, gilt edges. 

Pictures of Girl Life. 

By Cathabine Auousta Howbll. Frontispiece by P. Eltzx. 
Fcap. Syo., price 3#. gilt edges 3«. 6<£. 
** ▲ realiy healthy and itlmulatlng book for i^ai».**-'NeneimfirMi*t. 

The Four Seasons. 

A Short Account of the Structure of Plants, being Fonr Lectures 

written for the Working Men's Institute, Paris. WiHi lUnstrationB. 

Imperial 16mo. Price, 3« 6d, 

** Dittlm;ni8hed by extreme cleamesi, and teeming with infbrmaiUon of a naefiil and 
popular character.*'— Gfuoftttan. 

Fun and Earnest ; 

Or, Rhymes with Beason, by D*Abct W, Thobipson. Illus- 
trated by Chahles H. BEimsTT. Lnperial 16mo., price St. 
plain, 4«. 6(f. coloured, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 

** Only a clever man with the tonch of a poeVs feeling in him, can write good children's 
nontenie } fuch a man the author proves himself to be. '— fxamwier. 

Nursery Nonsense; 

Or, Bhymes without Reason^ byD'AKcr "W. Thompson, with sixty 
Illustrations, by C. H. Bennett. Second edition. Imperial 16mo., 
price 2«. 6d. plain; or As. 6d, coloured, cloth elegant, gilt edges. 

*' The fimniest book we have seen for an age, and quite as harmless as hearty."— DotVjr 
RwieWt 
** Whatever Mr. Bennett does, has some tonch in it of a true genius.**— £4Mimcn«r. 

WORKS BY LADY LUSHINGTON. 

Almeria's Castle; 

Or, Mv Early Life in India and England. By Ladt LusmNOTON, 
with Twelve Illustrations. Price 3a. 6dl, gilt edges, 4*. 
*' The Authoress has a very eraphio pen, and brings before our eyes, with ringular 
vividncM, the localities and mooes of life she aims to describe.**— Xondon Reeiew, 

Hacco the Dwarf; 

Or, The Tower on the Mountain ; and other Tales, by Ladt Lush- 

INGTON. Illustrated by G. J. Pinwell. Super royal 16mo., price 

3f. %d, plain. As, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

** Enthusiasm Is not our usual fashion, but the excellence of these stories isw grei^y 
above the average of most clever tales for the play-room, that we are tempted to reward 
the author with »dTtAntion,"—Atherunan. 

The Happy Home ; 

Or, the Children at the Red House, by Ladt LusBiNOToa niastnted 

by G. J. Pinwell. Price 3s. 6d, plain, 4s, 6d, colour^, gilt edges. 

** A happy mixture of fact and fiction. Altog^er it is one <^ the best books of the 
Jdnd we Mve met with.*'— Gtfordton. 
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Spectropia ; 

Or, Surprising Spectral Illasioiis, showing Ghosts everywhere and of 
any Colour. By J. H. Bbown. Fifth edition. Quarto. Coloured 
Plates. Price 2«. 6«f. fancy boards. 

** One of the best scientific toy books we have seen."— yf fA^fusum. 
"A clever book. The illusions are founded on true scientific principles.'*'^C!60fmca/^0tr«. 

Memorable Battles in English History. 

Where Fought, why Fought, and their Besults. With Lives of the 
Commanders. By W. H. Davenport Adams. Frontispiece by 
BoBEST Dudley. Post 8vo, price 6s. gilt edges. 

*' Of the care and honesty of the author's labours, the book gives abundant proof.*'— 
AtkmcBum. 

William Allair; 

Or, Bunning away to Sea, by Mrs. H. Wood, author of ** The Chan- 

nings." Frontispiece by F. Gilbebt. Second edition. Fcap. 8vo., 

price 28, 6d,j gilt edges, 3s, 

** There is a fascination about Mrs. Wood's writings, from which neither old nor young 
can escape."— J3^//'« Messenger. 



DEDICATED BY PERMISSION TO ROSSINI. 

Little by Little. 

A series of Graduated Lessons in the Art of Beading Music. Second 
Edition. Oblong 8vo., price 3s. 6d. cloth. 
** One of the best productions of the kind which have yet appeared.*'— CAarfo« Steggall^ 
Mus, D., CarUab, 



The Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peep. 

Written and Ulustrated by Tom Hood. Quarto, price 2s. 6d., 
coloured plates. 
** Full of fun and of good hinocent humour. The Illustrations are excellent"— 2%e Oritie, 

WORKS BY M.BETHAM EDWARDS* 

The Primrose Pilgrimage. 

A Woodland Story, by M. Bethah Edwabos, illustrations by T. B. 

Macquoid. Price 2s. 6d. plain; 3^. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

*' One of the best books of children's verse that has appeared since the early days cf 
Mary 'ELoxritt."—Noncottformist, 

Scenes and Stories of the Rhine. 

By M. Betham Edwards. With Blustrations by F. W. Ebyl. 
Price 3s. 6d, plain; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Holidays Among the Mountains ; 

Or, Scenes and Stories of Wales. By M. Bethax Edwards. Dlus- 
trated by F. J. Skill. Price 3s. 6d. plain; Is. ed. coloured, gilt edges* 



16 NEW AND INTCRESTINC WORK8 

BOOKS FOR BOYS. 

WttJi Illustrations^ Fcap, %vo^ price 5s. each giU edges. 

Luke Ashleiffh; 

Or, School life in Holland. By Alfred Elwss. 
** The author's best book, by a writer whose popularity with boys is fffeeM,t,**—AtheiUBum, 

Guy Rivers ; 

Or, a Boy's Struggles in the Great World. By A. Elwes. 

Ralph Seabrooke; 

Or, The Adventures of a Toung Artist in Piedmont and Tuscany. 
By A. Elwes. 

Frank and Andrea ; 

Or, Forest Life in the Island of Sardinia. By A. Elwes. 

Paul Blake ; 

Or, the Story of a Boy's Perils in the Islands of Corsica and Monte 
Christo. By A. Elwes. 

Ocean and her Rulers ; 

A Narrative of the Nations who have held dominion over the Sea; 
and comprising a brief History of Navigation. By Alfsed Elwbs. 

Lost in Ceylon ; 

The Story of a Boy and Girl's Adventures in the Woods and Wilds 
of the Lion King of Kandy. By William Dalton. 

The White Elephant ; 

Or, the Hunters of Ava. By William Dalton. 

The War Tiger; 

Or, The Adventures and Wonderful Fortunes of the Young Sea-Chief 

and his Lad Chow. By W. Dalton. 
** A tale of liTely adventure vigorously told, and embodying much curious information.*' 
JbutruUd Newt. 

Neptune's Heroes : or, The Sea Kings of England ; 

ttom Hawkins to Franklin. By W. H. Davenpobt Adams. 

"We trost Old England may ever have writers as ready and able to interpret to her 
children the noble lives of her greatest men.**— i^Mmorum. 

Historical Tales of Lancastrian Times. 

By the Bev. H. F. Dunster, M.A. 
" Conveys a good deal of information about the manners and customs of England and 
France in the 16th Ceatary"'—GenUemen*s Mc^azine. 

The Fairy Tales of Science. 

By J. C. Bbough. With 16 Blustrations by C. H. Bbnkett. New 
Edition, Bevised throughout. 
" Science, perhaps, was never made more attractive and easy of entrance into the 
youthfta mind.*'— rAe Builder, 
"Altogether the volame is one of the most original, as well as one of the most xuefol, 
/ bo(Aa of the aeMon,**^Gentlema%*i Ma{fwiimt* 
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W. H. G. KINGSTON'S BOOKS FOR BOYS. 
With niostratioDS. Ecap. Syo, price 58, each, gilt edges. 

True Blue ; 

Or, the Life and Adventures of a British Seaman of the Old School. 

Will Weatherhelra ; 

Or, the Yam of an Old Sailor about his Early Life and Adventares. 

Fred Markham in Russia ; 

Or, the Boy Travellers in the Land of the Czar. 

Peter the Whaler ; 

His early Life and Adventares in the Arctic Regions. Third Edition. 
New and Cheaper Editions, Ss. 6d. each, As, gilt edges. 

Manco, the Peruvian Chief. 

Mark SeaWOrth ; » Tale of the Lidian Ocean. 

bait W ater 5 or Neil D*Arcy*s Sea Life and Adventures. 

** There is aboat all Mr. Eiugstou's tales a spirit of hopefalness, honesty, and cheery 
good principle, wliicb makes them most wholesome, as well as most interestingpeading." — 
Era. 

** With the exception of Capt. Marryat, we know of no English author who will compare 
with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical adventure."— i//tM/ra/ed Newa, 

BY W. H. G. KINGSTON. 

Our Soldiers ; 4 

Or, Anecdotes of the Campaigns and Gallant Deeds of the British 
Army during the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. By W. H. G. 
KiNQSTON. Third £dition. Fcp. Svo, price 3«. ; gilt edges, Ss. fid. 

Our Sailors ; 

Or, Anecdotes of the Engagements and Gallant Deeds of the British 
Navy during the reign of Her Majesty Queen Victoria. With Frontis- 
piece. Third Edition, Price 3s.; gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 
"These rolnmes abundantly prove that both our oflScersand men in the Army and Navy, 
have been found as ready as ever to dare, and to do as was dared and done of yore.*' 



The Faithful Hound. 

A Story in Verse, founded on fact. By Lady Thomas. With Illus- 
trations hy H. Wbib. Imperial 16mo, price 2s. 6d, plain; 3s. 6</. 
coloured, gilt edges. 

Jack Frost and Betty Snow; 

With other Tales for Wintry Nights and Rainy Days. Blustrated by 
H. Weir. Second Edition. 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6i. coloured, gilt edges. 



IS NEW AND INTERESTING WORK8 

LANDELUS INSTRUCTIVE AND AMUSING WORKS. 

The Boy's own Toy Maker. 

A Practical Illastrated Guide to the useful employment of Leisure 
Hours. By E. Landklls. Two Hundred Engrayings. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Rojal 16mo, price 28. 6d. 

** A new and Talnable form of endless amusement.'*— ^ofiO0i;/&rmtM. 

The Girl's Own Toy Maker, 

And Book of Recreation. Fourth Edition. 200 Hlustrations. Boyal 
16mo., price 2s, 6d. 

Home Pastime; 

Or, The Child's Own Toy Maker. With practical instructions. New 
Edition, price Ss. 6d,, with the Cards, and Descriptive Letterpress. 

*»♦ By this novel and ingenious "Pastime," Twelve beautiful Models can 

be made by Children from the Cards. 

"As a delightful exercise of ingenuity, and a most sensible mode of pasring a winter's 
evening, we commend the Child's own Toy Marker."— -llhutrcUed News. 
** Should be in every house blessed with the presence of cbHdrexi,**^The Field, 

THE LATE THOMAS HOOD. 

Fairy Land; 

Or, Recreation for the Rising Generation, in Prose and Yerse. By 

Thomas and Jane Hood. Illustrated by T. Hood, Jnn. Second 

Edition. Price 3«. 6d. plain w4«. 6(f. coloured, gilt edges. 

** These tales are charming. Before it goes into the Nursery, we recommend all grown 
iip.people should study * Fairy Land.* **— Blackwood, 

The Headlong Career and Woful Ending of Preco- 
cious PIGGY. Written for his Children, by the late Thomas Hood. 
With a Preface by his Daughter; and Illustrated by his Son. Fourth 
Edition. Post 4to, fancy boards, price 28, 6d,, coloured. 

** The Illustrations are intensely humourous."— 7A« CtiUe, 
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Hand Shadows, 

To be thrown upon the Wall. By Henrt Bussill. First and Second 
Series, each containing Sixteen Original Designs. New and cheap 
Editions, \8, each plain; \8, 6d. coloured. 
** Uncommonly clever— some wonderftd effects are produced.**— TAe Frets, 

Home Amusements. 

A Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, Conundrums, Parlour 
Oames, and Forfeits. By Peter Pdzzlewell, Esq., of Rebus Hall. 
New Edition, with Frontispiece by Pmz. \€.mo, 2«. 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF "TRIUMPHS OF STEAM," ETC. 

Meadow Lea ; 

Or, the Gipsy Children; a Story founded on fact. lUastrations by 
John Gilbert. Fcap. 8vo. price 3s, 6d.i gilt edges, 4«. 

The Triumphs of Steam ; 

Or, Stories from the Lives of Watt, Arkwright, and Stephenson. With 
Ulnstrations by J. Gilbebt. Dedicated by permission to Bobert 
Stephenson, Esq., M.F. Third Edition. SmaU post dvo. Price 3s, 6d. 
** A most delicious Tolume of examples."— ilrf Journal, 

Our Eastern Empire ; 

Or, Stories from the History of British India. Second Edition. With 
Blustrations. Boyal 16mo., price 3s, 6d; coloured, gilt edges, 4s, Qd, 

** These stories are charming, and convey a general view of the progress of our Empire in 
the East. The tales are told with adiniiable clearness."— J^Aemeum. 

Might not Right ; 

Or, Stories of the Discovery and Conquest of America. Illustrated 
by J. Gilbert. Boyal 16mo., 3s, 6d,; coloured, gilt edges, 4s, 6d, 

Tuppy ; 

Or, the Autobiography of a Donkey, Illustrated by Weib. Second 

Edition. Price 2s, 6d, plain ; 35. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

*' A very intelligent donkey, worthy of the distinction conferred upon him by the artist." 
—Art Journal, 

Rhymes and Pictures about Bread, Tea, Sugar, 

COTTON, COALS, and GOLD. By William Newman. 72 Illus- 
trations. Price 2s, plain, 3s, 6d, coloured. 
Each subject may be had separately, price 6d, plain. Is, coloured. 

Old Nurse's Book of Rhjnnes, Jingles, and Ditties, 

Illustrated by C. H. Bennett. Ninety Engravings. New Edition. 

Fcap. 4to., price 3s, 6d, plain, or 6s. coloured, gilt edges. 

"The illustrations are all so replete with fun and imagination, that we scarcely know 
who will be most pleased with the book, the good-natiured grandfather who gives it, or the 
chubby grandchild who gets it, for a Christmas-Box."— ^^otei and Queries, 

Clara Hope; 

Or, the Blade and the Ear. By Miss Milker. Frontispiece by 
Birket Foster. Fcap. 8 to. price 3s, 6d, ; gilt edges, 4s, 6d, 

Distant Homes ; 

Or, the Graham Family in New Zealand. By Mrs. L E. Aylmeb. 
With Illustrations. Price 3s, 6d, plain; 4s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

The Adventures and Experiences of Biddy Dork- 

INGandoftheFATFBOG. Edited by Mrs. S. C. Hall. Illustrated 
by H. Weir. 2s. 6d plain; 3s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 



20 NEW AND INTERESTING WORKS. 

Historical Acting Charades; 

Or, Amusements for Winter Evenings, by the author of " Cat and 
])og/' etc. New Edition. Fcap. 8 vo., price 3s, 6d. gilt edges. 
'*A rare book for ChrUtmas parties, and of practical yrahxe.**-'IlhutrtUed Nem» 

The Story of Jack and the Giants : 

With thirtjr-fire Ulnstrations by Richabd Dotlb. Beautifully printed* 

New Edition. Fcap. 4to. Price 2s. 6d. plain; Ss. 6(f. coloured, gilt 

edges.' 

'* In Doyle's drawings we have wonderful conceptions, which will secure the book a 
place amongst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the imaginations of children." 
^llhutratea Timet, 



Granny's Wonderful Chair ; 

And its Tales of Fairy Times. By Frances Bbowne. Blnstrations 
by KsifNT Meadows. 38.6d, plain; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

The Early Dawn ; 

Or, Stories to Think about Illustrated by H. Weir. Second 
Edition. Price 2s. Gd, plain ; 3s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Angelo ; 

Or, the Pine Forest among the Alps. By Geraldine E. Jbwsburt, 
Illustrations by Abrolon. Second Edition. Price 2s. 6d, plain; 
Ss. 6(f. coloured, gilt edges. 

Tales of Magic and Meaning, 

Written and Illustrated by Alfred Cbowquill. Super-royal 16mo., 
price 3s. 6d, plain; 4s. Gd, coloured, gilt edges. 

** Cleverly written, abounding in frolic and pathos, and inculcates so pnre a moral, that 
we must pronounce him a very fortunate little fellow, who catches these * Tales of Magic,* 
as a windfall from * The Christmas 1re&\"^AthentBum, 

Peter Parley's Fagots for the Fire Side ; 

Or, Tales of Fact and Fancy. Twelve Illustrations. New Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo.; 3s. Cc/. plain; 4s. 6(i. coloured, gilt edges. 

Letters from Sarawak, 

Addressed to a Child; embracing an Account of the Manners, Cus- 
toms, and Religion of the Inhabitants of Borneo, with Incidents of 
Missionary Life among tiie Natives. By Mrs. M'Douoall. Fourth 
Thousand, with Illustrations. 3s. 6d, cloth. 
" All is new, interesting, and admirably told."~C%urcA and State Gazette, 

Clarissa Donnelly; 

, Or, The History of an Adopted Child. By Geraldinb £. 

/ Jewsbvbt, Fcap. 8vo., price 38,6(2. cloth; gilt edges, 4s. 
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The Discontented Children ; 

And How they were Cured. By M. and B. Eibby. Illustrated 
hy H. K. Bbownb (Phiz). Third edition, price 2*. 6«/. plain ; 
3f. 6<L coloured, gilt edges. 

**We know no better method of banishing 'discontent * &om school-room and nursery 
than by introducing this wise and clever story to their inmate8."~il/*< JoumaL 

The Talking Bird; 

Or, the Little Girl who knew what was going to happen. By M. and 
E. KiBBT. With Illustrations hy H. K. Bbownb. Second Edition. 
Price 2«. ^d, plain; 3«. 6(/. coloured, gilt edges. 

Julia Maitland ; 

Or, Pride goes before a Fall. By M. and E. Kirbt. Illustrated by 
Absolon. Price 2«. ^d, plain; 3«. ^d, coloured, gilt edges. 

*'It is nearly such a story as Miss Edgeworth might have written on the same theme."—- 
ThePreu, 

A BOOK FOR EVERY CHILD. 



The Favourite Picture Book; 



A Gallery of Delights, designed for the Amusement and Instruction of 
the Young. With several Hundred Illustrations from Drawings by 
J. Absolon, H. K. Browne (Phiz), J. Gilbbbt, T. Landseeb, 
J. Lbech, J. S. Pbout, II. Weir, etc. New Edition. Koyal 4to.y 
bound in a new and Elegant Cover, price Zs. 6d, plain; 78, 6d, coloured; 
lOs. 6(2. mounted on cloth and coloured. 

COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 
Each with Sixteen large Coloured Plates, price 2$, 6d,, in fancy boards, 

or mounted on cloth, Is. extra. 

Picture Fables. 

Written and Illustrated by Alfbbd Cbowquill. 

The Careless Chicken; 

By the Babon EIbakemsides. By Alfbed Cbowquill. 

Funny Leaves for the Younger Branches, 

By the Babon Krakemsides, of Burstenoudelafen Castle. Illustrated 
by Alfbed Cbowquill. 

Laugh and Grow Wise ; 

By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. With Sixteen large coloured 
Plates. 

Nursery Fun ; 

Or, the Little Folks* Picture Book. The Illustrations by C. H. 
Bsnnbtt. 
** Will be greeted with shoats of laughter in any nursery ."^2%« Critic, 



/ 
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The Remarkable History of the House that Jack 

Bailt. Splendidly Illustrated and magnificently Ulaminated by Thb 
Son of a Genius. Price 2«. infancy cover. 
** llagnificent in niggestion, and most comical in expression ! " — Athetutvm, 

A Peep at the Pixies ; 

Or, Legends of the West. By Mrs. Beat. Author of "Good 
St. Louis and his Times/' etc. With Illustrations by Phiz. Super- 
royal 16mo, price Zs. 6d, ; coloured, gilt edges, 4«. 6d, 

** A peep at the actual Pixies of Devonshire, faithfully described by Mrs. Bray» is a 
treat. Her knowledge of the locality, her affection for her subject, her exquisite teeling 
for nature, and her real delight in fury lore, have given a freshness to the little volume 
we did not expect. The notes at the end contain matter of interest for aU who feel a 
desire to know the origin of such tales and legends." — Art Joumai, 

Sunday Evenings with Sophia; 

Or, Little Talks on Great Subjects. By Leonora G. Bell. Frontis- 
piece by J. Absolon. Fcap. 8yo, price 2«. 6<L 

Blind Man's Holiday ; 

Or, Short Tales for the Nursery. By the Author of *' Mia and Charlie.*' 
Illustrated by Absolon. 3s, 6d, plain; 4s. 6d. coloured^ gilt edges. 

The Vicar of Wakefield ; 

By Oliver Goldsmith. Printed by Whittingham. Blustrations by 
J. Absolon. Square fcap. 8vo, price 5s,, cloth; lOs, 6d. antique 
morocco. 

Mr. Absolon's graphic sketches add greatly to the interest of the volume : altogether, 
it is as pretty an mlition of the ' Vicar' as we have seen."— ^r^ Journal, 

** A delightftil edition of one of the most delightfld of works : the fine old type and thick 
paper make this volume attractive to any lover of \iQo]iA,**—Edinbuirgh Guartuan, 

The Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories. 

By Grandfather Grey. With Blustrations. Third Edition. Boyal 
16mo., 28. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

** The idea is excellent, and its execution equally commendable. The subiects are well 
selected, and are' very happily told in a light yet sensible manner."'- fFee^/y liews. 

Cat and Dog ; 

Or, Memoirs of Fuss and the Captain. Blustrated by Weir. Ninth 
Edition. Super-royal 16mo, 28, 6d, plain; 3«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

The Doll and Her Friends ; 

Or, Memoirs of the Lady Seraphina. By the Author of ''Cat and 
Dog,'* Pifch Edition. Illustrations by H. K. Bsownb (Phiz). 
2s. 6(L, plain', Ss. 6d, colonred, gVU «dL^e&. 
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Tales from Catland ; 

Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. By an Old Tabby. 
Illustrated by H. Weir. Fifth Edition. Price 2«. 6d, plain; 
3«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Scenes of Animal Life and Character. 

From Nature and Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 4to, 

price 2«., plain; 2«. 6d., coloured, fancy boards. 

'* Truer, heartier, more playful, or more ei^joyable sketches of animal life could 
scarcely be found anywheve.— Spectator. 

WORKS BY THE LATE MRS.' R. LEE. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 

Fourth Edition. With Illustrations by Harbison Weir. Fcap. Svo^ 
price 3«. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4«. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Birds, 

REPTILES, and FISHES. With Illustrations by Harrison Weir. 
Third Edition. Fcap. 8yo., price 3s, Qd, ; gilt edges, 4«. 

" Amusing, Instmctlve, and ably written." — LUerary Gcuette. 

"Mrs. Lee's anthorities— to name only one, Professor Ovren— ore, for the most part 
first-rate.'— uKAencram. 

Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Doings of 

ANIMALS. WWa. Illustrations by J. W. Archbr. Fourth Edition. 
Super-royal 16mo, 2s, 6d, plain; 38, 6cf. coloured, gilt edges. 

Familiar Natural History, 

With Forty-two Illustrations from Original Drawings by Harrison 
Wbir. Super-royal 16mo,3«.6d plain; 5«. coloured gilt edges. 

%* May. be had in Two Volumes, 2«. each plain ; 2s, 6rf. Coloured, 
Entitled " British Animals and Birds.'' ** Foreign Animals and Birds.*' 

Playing at Settlers; 

Or, the Fagot House. Illustrated by Gilbert. Second Edition. 
Price 2s, 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Adventures in Australia ; 

Or, the Wanderings of Captain Spencer in the Bush and the Wilds. 
Third Edition, niustrated by Prout. Fcap. 8vo., 3s, Gd,; gilt 
edges, 4s, 

The African Wanderers ; 

Or, the Adventures of Carlos and Antonio; embracing interesting 

Descriptions of the Manners and Customs of the Western Tribes, and 

the Natural Productions of the Country. Fourth Edition. With Eight 

Engravings. Fcap. 8vo, 3s, %d, cloth; gilt edges, 4s. 

** For fssdnaking adventare, and rapid sacoesdon of incident, the volume is equal to any 
relation of travel we ever read."— .5!nAifinJa. 
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ELEGANT GIFT FOR A LADY. 

Trees, Plants, and Flowers; 

Their Beauties, Uses and Influences. 67 Mrs. R. Lee. With beau- 
tiful coloured Illustrations bj J. Andbsws. 8yo, price 10«. 6d,, cloth 

elegant, gilt edges. 
** The volume if at once oaefkd as a botanical work, aod exquisite as the ornament of a 
boudoir tMble "—BrUannia. ** As full of interest as of beauty."— ^rt Journal, 

WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES. 

Fanny and her Mamma ; 

Or, Easy Lessons for Children. In which it is attempted to bring Scrip- 
tural Principles into daily practice. Illustrated bj J. Gilbbkt. Third 
Edition. 16mo, 2«. ^d, plain; 3«. 6i. coloured, gilt edges. 

Short and Simple Prayers, 

For the Use of Young Children. With Hymns. Seventh Edition. 

Square 16mo, U. cloth. 

** Well adapted to the capacities of children— beginning with the simplest forms which 
the youngest child may lisp at its moUier's knee, and proceeding with those suited to its 
gradually advancing age. Special prayers, designed for particular circumstances and 
occasions, are added. We cordially recommend the book." — Christian Guardian, 

Mamma's Bible Stories, 

For her Little Boys and Girls, adapted to the capacities of very young 
Children. Thirteenth Edition, with Twelve Engravings. 2«. 6d. plain; 
3«. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

A Sequel to Mamma's Bible Stories. 

Sixth Edition. Twelve Illustrations. 2«. Gdl plain, Zs. 6d, coloured. 

Scripture Histories for Little Children. 

With Sixteen Illustrations, hy John Gilbebt. Super-royall6mo., 
price 28, 6d, plain ; Ss, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
CoMTBNTs. — The History of Joseph — ^History of Moses— History of our 
Saviour — The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separately : 6d, each, plain; Is, coloured. 
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The Family Bible Newly Opened ; 

With Unde Goodwin's account of it. By Jbffbbts Tatlob. 
Frontispiece by J. Gilbbbt. Fcap. 8yo, price 3«. 6d. 

Good in Everything ; 

Or, The Early History of Gilbert Harland. By Mbs. Babwxll, 
Author of ** Little Lessons for Little Learners,** etc. Second Edition. 
Illastrations by Gilbbbt. 2s. 6d. vV^vn*, ^. ^d. o^Voxixed ^t edges. 
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THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 

A Series of Works for the Young. Price U, cloth, each. 

1. THE ESKDALE HERD BOY. By Lady Stoddart. 

2. MRS. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL. By Chables and Mabt Lamb. 

3. THE mSTORY OF THE ROBINS. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

4. MEMOIR OF BOB, THE SPOTTED TERRIER. 

5. KEEPER'S TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF HIS MASTER. 

6. THE SCOTTISH ORPHANS. By Lady Stoddart. 

7. NEVER WRONG; or, THE YOUNG DISPUTANT; and "IT 

WAS ONLY IN FUN." 

8. THE LIFE AND PERAMBULATIONS OF A MOUSE. 

9. EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE EINOWLEDGE OF 

NATURE. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

10. RIGHT AND WRONG. By the Author of " Always Happy." 

11. HARRY'S HOLIDAY. By Jbpperys Taylor. 

12. SHORT POEMS AND HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

%* The Twelve Volumes may be had bound uniformly in a handsome 
cloth Box, price 15«., or bound in Six Volumes 2«. each. 

Glimpses of Nature ; 

And Objects of Interest described during a Visit to the Isle of Wight. 
By Mrs. Loudon. Second Edition. With Forty-one Illustrations. 
3& 6d, cloth. 

Tales of School Life. 

By AoNES Loudon. With Blustrations by John Absolon. Second 
Edition. Royal 16mo, 2«. 6d. plain; 38,6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Kit Bam, the British Sinbad ; 

Or, the Yarns of an Old Mariner. By Mary Cowden Clarke, illus- 
trated by Georob Cruikshank. Fcap. 8vo, price 3s. 6d, 

The Day of a Baby Boy ; 

A Story for a Young Child. By E. Berobr. With Blustrations by 
John Absolon. Third Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 2s, 6d, 
plain; 3s, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 
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Visits to Beech wood Farm ; 

Or, Country Pleasures. By Cathbrinb M. A. Couper. Illustrations 
by Absolon. Price 3«. 6(/., plain; As. 6d. coloured; gilt edges. 

Stories of Julian and his Playfellows. 

Written by His Mamma, ninstrations by John Absolon, Second 
Edition. Price 2«. 6(f., plain; 38. 6</., coloured, gilt edges. 

The Nine Lives of a Cat ; 

A Tale of Wonder. Written and Dlustrated by C. H. Beni^tt. 
Twenty-four Coloured Engravings. Price Is., sewed. 

Maud Summers the Sightless ; 

A Narrative for the Young. Blustrated by Absolon. Price 3«. 6i/. 
plain; As. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

London Cries and Public Edifices; 

niustrated in Twenty-four Engravings by Ltjkb Limkbr; with descrip- 
tive Letter- press. Square 12mo, 28. 6d. plain; 5s, coloured. 

The Silver Swan; 

A 'Fairy Tale. By Madame db Chatelaik. niustrated by John 
Lbbch. Price 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Always Happy ; 

Or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. Nineteenth Edition, 
Illustrated by Anelat. Koyal 18mo, price 2s. cloth. 

Bible Illustrations ; 

Or, a Description of Manners and Customs peculiar to the East, and 
especially ibcplanatory of the Holy Scriptures. By the Bev. B. H. 
Draper. With Engravings. Fourth Edition. Revised by Dr. Kitto, 
Editor of " The Pictorial Bible," etc. Ss. Cd. cloth. 

The British History briefly told, 

and a Description of the Ancient Customs, Sports, and Pastimes of the 
English. Embellished with Portraits of the Sovereigns of England in 
their proper Costumes, and 18 other Engravings. Ss. 6(2. doth. 

Chit-chat ; 

Or, Short Tales in Short Words. By the author of ''AJways 
Happy," New Edition. Wil\iETi^«s\Tv%%. a«,^<2.1^laiu^ 3«. 6d cdenred. 
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Conversations on the Life of Jesus Christ. 

67 a MoTHEB. With 12 Engravings. 29. 6d plain; 38. 6<L coloured. 

Cosmorama. 

The Manners, Customs, and Costume of all Nations of the World 
described. Namerous Illustrations. 3$, 6d. plain; 4ff. 6d, coloured. 

Easy Lessons ; 

Or, Leading-Strings to Knowledge. New Edition, with 8 Engravings. 
2$, 6<L plain; 3s, 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

Facts to correct Fancies ; 

Or, Short Narratives compiled from the Biography of Bemarkable 
Women. By a Mother. With Engravings, 38,6d, plain; 48, 6d. coloured. 

Fruits of Enterprise ; 

Exhibited in the Travels of Belzoni in Egypt and Nubia. Fourteenth 
Edition, with six Engravings by Bibket Eostbb. Price 38, cloth. 

The Garden; 

Or, Frederick's Monthly Instructions for the Management and Forma- 
tion of a Flower Garden. Fourth Edition. With Engravings by 
SowEBBY. 38, 6d, plain; or 68, with the Flowers coloured. 

How to be Happy; 

Or, Fairy Gifts, to which is added a Selection of Moral Allegories. 
With Steel Engravings. Price 3*. 6d. cloth. 

Lafantine Knowledge. 

A Spelling and Beading Book, on a Popular Plan. With numerous 
Engravings. Tenth Edition. 28. 6<L plain; 38, 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

Key to Knowledge ; 

Or, Things in Common Use simply and shortly expldned. By the 
Author of "Always Happy." 13th Edition. Sixty Illustrations. 
Price 28, 6d, 

The Ladder to Learning. 

A Collection of Fables, arranged progressively in words of One, Two, 
and Three Syllable! Edited by Mrs. Tbimubb. With 79 Cuts. Nine- 
teenth Edition. 28, 6d, cloth. 

Little Lessons for Little Learners. 

In Words of One Syllable. By Mrs. Babwell. Tenth Edition, 
with numerous Illnstrations. 28, 6d, plain; Ss, 6d!. coloured, gilt edges. 
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The Little Reader. 

A Progressive Step to Knowledge. Fourth Edition. Price 2«. 6</. 

Mamma's Lessons. 

For her Little Bojs and Girls. Fifteenth Edition, with eight En- 
gravings. Price 2s, 6(L plain; 3«. 6d, coloured, gilt edges. 

The Mine ; 

Or, Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Operations of the 
Miner and the Products of his Labours. Bjthe late Rev. Isaac Taylor. 
Sixth Edition, with numerous additions by Mrs. Loodon. 45 Woodcuts 
and 16 Steel Engravings. 3s, 6d, cloth. 

Rhoda ; 

Or, The Excellence of Charity. Fourth Edition. 16mo, Is. doth. 

Stories of Edward and his little Friends, 

With 12 Illustrations. Second Edition. 3«. 6d. plain; 4s, 6d, coloured. 

Stories from the Old and New Testaments, 

On an improved plan. By the Bev. B. H. Draper. With 48 En- 
gravings. Fifth Edition. 12mo, 5s, clothi 



DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS, 

MOUNTED ON CLOTH WITH COLOURED PLATES, 

ONE SHILLING EACH. 
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Alphabet of Goody Two-Shoes. 

Cinderella. 

Cock Robin. 

Courtship of Jenny Wren. 

Dame Trot and her Cat. 

History of an Apple Pie. 

House that Jack built. 



8 Little Hhymes for Little Folks. 

9 Mother Hubbard. 

10 Monkey's Frolic. 

1 1 Old Woman and her Pig. 

12 Puss in Boots. 

13 Tommy Trip's Museum of 

Birds. 



PRICE SIXPENCE PLAIN, ONE SHILLING COLOURED. 

Peacock at Home and Butterfly's Ball, 

Illustrated by Weib. 

The Farm and its Scenes. 
/ The Diverting History of John Gilpin. 
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Trimmer's (Mrs.) Old Testament Lessons. 

With 40 Engrayings. Is. 6(f. cloth. 

Trimmer's (Mrs.) New Testament Lessons. 

With 40 Engrayings. Is 6d, cloth. 

The Daisy, 

With Thirty Wood Engravings. Price 1«. cloth. (1«. 6d, coloured,') 

The Cowslip. 

With Thirty Engravings. I*, cloth. (1*. 6 J. coloured,) 

History of Prince Lee Boo. 

Price Is, cloth. 

Dissections for Young Children; 

In a neat hox. Price Ss. 6(f. each. 

1. Lives of Joseph and Moses. I 3. Motheb Hubbard and Doo. 

2. HiSTOBT OF Cub Savioub. 4. Life and Death of Cock Bobin. 



EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 

Gaultier's Familiar Geography. 

With a concise Treatise on the ^tificial Sphere, and two colonred 
Maps, illustrative of the principal Geographical Terms. Sixteenth 
Edition. 16mo, 3s, cloth. 

Butler's Outline Maps, and Key ; 

Or, Geographical and Biographical Exercises; with a Set of Coloured 
Ontline Maps; designed for the Use of Toang Persons. By the late 
William Butler. Enlarged by the author's son, J. O. Butleb. 
Thirty-fourth Edition, revised. 4s. 

The First Book of Geography ; 

Specially adapted as a Text Book for Beginners, and as a Guide to the 
Young Teacher. By Hugo Bbid, author of •* Elements of Astronomy," 
etc. Fourth Edition, carefully revised. 18mo, Is. sewed. 

** One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Geography we hare met with.'* 
^^Educational Timet, 

Pictorial Geography. 

For the use of Children. Presenting at one view Illustrations of the 
various Geographical Terms, and thus imparting clear and definite 
ideas, of their meaning. On a Large Sheet. Price 2s. 6d. in tints; 
5s, on Hollers, varnished. 
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Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred His- 

TORY of PALESTINE, and of the TRAVELS of ST. PAUL. 
Intended for Pupil Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teachmg. 
By A. T. Whitb. Oblong 8vo, price 1«., sewS. 

Rhymes of Royalty, 

The History of England in Yerse, from the Norman Conquest to the 
reign of Queen Victoria; with an Appendix, comprising a summaiy 
of the leading events in each reign. Ecap. Svo, 2ff. € J. cloth. 

True Stories from Ancient History, 

Chronologically arranged from the Creation of the World to the Death 
of Charlemagne. 13th Edition. 24 Steel Engrayings. 12mo, 5s, dodi. 

True Stories from Modem History, 

From the Death of Charlemagne to the present Time. Eighth 
Edition. With 24 Steel Engravings. 12mo, 5«. cloth. 

Mrs. Trimmer's Concise History of England, 

Revised and brought down to the present time by Mrs. Milneb. With 
Portraits of the Sovereigns, in their proper costume, and Frontispiece 
byHARVBT. New Edition in One Volume. 5«. cloth. 

Battle Fields. 

A graphic Guide to the Places described in the History of England as 
the scenes of such Events; with the situation of the principS Naval 
Engagements fought on the Coast. By Mr. Wauthibb. On a 
large sheet 3$, 6d; or mounted on roller, and varnished^ 7«. 6dL 

The Modem British Plutarch; 

Or, Lives of Men distinguished in the recent History of our Country 

for their Talents, Virtues and Achievements. By W. C. Tatlob, LL.D. 

Author of "A Manual of Ancient and Modern History," etc 12mo, 

Second Thousand. 4$, 6(2. cloth; 5«. gilt edges. 

**A work which will be welcomed in any cdnde of intcIligexaty€aiigpenQiif."'->jB!r^ 
Quarterly Eeview. 

Harry Hawkins's H-Book; 

Shewing how he learned to aspurate his H*8» Bx>htispiece by H. Wbib. 

Third Edition. Super-royal 16mo, price 6i. 

" No family or school-room within, or indeed beyond* the lonnd of JBow bdli, iboald be 
witbont tbJa merry manual.**— Art /otimal. 



PUBLISHED BY GRtFFITH AND FARRAN. 81 

A Word to the Wise ; 

Or, Hints on the Current Improprieties of Expression in Writing and 

Speaking. By Fabry Gwynne. r2th Thousand. 18mo. price 6d, 

sewed, or is, doth, gilt edges. 

" All who wish to mmd theurpV and g's should coxunalt this little volnme "■^Genttetnan*t 
Meigazine, 

The Child's Grammar, 

By the late Lady Fbnn, nnder the assamed name of Mrs. Lovechild. 
Fiftieth Edition. 18mo, 9d cloth. 

The Prince of Wales' Primer, 

With 300 Illustrations by J. Gilbert. Price 6(/., or 1«. Illaminated. 
cover, gilt edges. 

E very-Day Things; 

Or, Useful Knowledge respecting the principal Animal, Vegetable, and 

Mineral Substances in common use. Second Edition. 18mo, Is, 6d, 

cloth. 

" A little eiM^dopsBdiaof useftil knowledge, deserving a place in every Juvenile library.** 
—EvangeUcal Magazine, 

Les Jeunes Narrateurs ; 

Ou Fetits Contes Moraux. With a Key to the difficult words and 
phrases. By M. de la Voye. Second Edition. 18mo, 2«. cloth. 

The Pictorial French Grammar ; 

By M. de la Voye. With Eighty Illustrations. Royal 16mo., price 
Is, sewed; Is, 6d. cloth. 



Le Babillard. 

An Amusing Introduction to the French Langaage. By a French 
Lady. Eighth Edition. With 16 Illustrations. 2s. cloth. 

Rowbotham's New and Easy Method of Learning 

the FRENCH GENDERS. New Edition. 6d. 

Bellenger's French Word and Phrase-book. 

Containing a select Vocabulary and Dialogues^ for the Use of Begin- 
ners. New Edition, Is. sewed. 

Der Schwatzer; 

I Or, the Frattler. An amusing Introduction to the German Language^ 

on the Flan of <<Le Babillard." 16 Illustrations. Frlce 2«. 
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CEORCE DARNELL'S EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 

The attention of all interested in the suhject of Edacation is invited to 
these Works, now in extensive ase thronghoat the Elingdom, prepared hy 
Mr. George Darnell, a Schoolmaster of many years* experience. 

1. COPY BOOKS. — A SHORT and cebtain boad to a Good Hand- 

writing, gradually advancing from the Simple Stroke to a superior 
Small-hand. 

Large Post, Sixteen Numbers, 6d. each. 

Foolscap, Twenty Numbers, to which are added Three Supplementary 

Numbers of Angular Writing for Ladies, and One of Ornamental Hands, 

Price 3d. each. 

*»* This series may also be had on very superior paper, marble corers, 4d. each. 

" For teaching writing I would recommend the use of Darnell's Copy Books. I have 
noticed a marked improvement wherever they have been used." — Report of Mr. Maye 
iNationat Society*M Organizer of Schools) to the fvorcester Diocetem Board of Education. 

2. GRAMMAR, made intelligible to Children, price Is. cloth. 

3. ARITHMETIC, made intelligible to Children, price Is. 6d. cloth. 

%* Key to Parts 2 and 3, price Is. cloth. 

4. REi^DING, a Short and Certain Road to, price 6d. cloth. 



BY THOMAS DARNELL. 

PARSING SIMPLIFIED: An Introduction and Companion to all 
Grammars; consisting of Short and Easy Rules (with Parsing 
Lessons to each) whereby young Students may, in a short time, be 
gradually led through a knowledge of the several Elementary Parts 
of Speech to a thorough comprehension of the grammatical con- 
struction of the roost complex sentences of our ordinary Authors, 
Third Edition, by Thomas Darnell. Price 1*. cloth. 

*' Sound in principle, singularly felicitous in example and illustration, and though brief, 
thoroughly exhaustive of the subject. The boy who will not learn to parse on lir. 
Darnell's plan is not likely to do so on any other — Mominff Post. 




NEW WORKS ON ARITHMETIC AND ALGEBRA. 

One Thousand Arithmetical Tests ; 

Or, The Examiner's Assistant. Specially adapted for Examination 
Purposes, but also suited for general use in Schools. By T. S. Gatzbb, 
Head Master of Queen Elizabeth's Hospital, Bristol. Fifth Edition, 
revised and stereotyped. Price Is. 6d. cloth. 

♦^* Answers to the abore, Is. 6d. cloth. 

One Thousand Algebraical Tests; 

On the same plan. Second Edition. 8vo., price Ss, 6(/. cloth. 
Answers to the Algebraical Tests, price 28, 6d, cloth. 
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